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PKEFACE 


TffE present eflition includes all of jMacaulay’s poetical 
work, exee[)t a fugitive je/f (/’c.s'juvY or two, and a(‘C(Ma,s 
also the doubtful c.onventiou wlilch tlie inscrip- 

tions arnonir his poetry. Tlui author’s notes to the iya//s 
have been i('print<Mi in full, with the (‘X(*c])tion of some 
footi)ot(^s of interest only to the; classical scholar. .In 
the otluu* notes, th(‘. editor’s ])U]‘j)os(} has beeji not to give 
full infoi'juafioip but to seka t tbat wliidi is Jiiost m-ces- 
sary for explanation of tlie text. 

The (alitor takes ])lea,sure in (‘xpressing liis tluuiks to 
Miss (Iravt^. L. MatuM alien of tlie (Mumbia Library for 
assistaiuu' in finding and verifying some of the material 
of the notes. 

TEi\rHEIlS C’OLLEGB, 

July, 1904. 
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INTRODUCTION. 


Thomas Babington Macaulay was one of those au- 
thors whose fame came early and easily, and whose 
influence and reputation persist with almost undimin- 
ished vigor. He wrote not for any literary class or in 
any transient literary fashion, but made his appeal largely 
to the common sense of common people. He sought not 
only to instruct but also to delight. He brought to his 
work a marvellously stored memory, a vivid imagiuation, 
a lively sense of that plain justice of which plain men 
approve, a discriminating sense of what is of general inter- 
est, and an extraordinary power of saying his thought 
in such a way that it could not be misunderstood. As a 
result of these qualities, his writings have continued to 
rank in popularity with those of the most successful 
novelists, and to find many readers who will read little 
else that is serious and made into the form of books. 

Macaulay was born October 25, 1800, at Bothley 
Temple, Leicestershire, and died December 28, 1859. 
His father, Zachary Macaulay, a Scotch Calvinist, de- 
voted many arduous years to the cause of antislavery, 
and was, next to Wilberforce, the greatest of the men in 

ix 
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Ibat movement. His mother, au English Quaker, had 
gingulAr gefitleiiess and force of character and the wis- 
Uom Jjo protect the child from the flattery his precocity 
might have brought upon him. 

3 i‘For precocious the young Macaulay certainly was. 
Prom the age of three he ^^read incessantly/’ He liked 
bettor than toys, and was fond of explaining what 
he^fead. He would spin interminable stories out of his 
head while out walking with his nurse. He constantly 
associated his everyday experiences with the things he 
read in books. In 1808 his mother wrote: ‘^My dear 
Tom continues to show marks of uncommon genius. He 
gets on wonderfully in all branches of his education, and 
the extent of his reading and of the knowledge he has 
derived from it are truly astonishing in a boy not yet 
eight years old. He is at the same time as playful as a 
kitten.” And his mother’s testimony is more temperate 
in tone than that of others. He began to write in both 
prose and verse before he was eight. Indeed, there is 
little in the life of the infant Macaulay to console the 
fond parents of dull children. 

His preparation ibr the university was conducted in a 
private school near Cambridge, and at the age of eighteen 
he entered Trinity College, Cambridge. Here he was 
the centre of a brilliant group of young men who were 
interested not only in their university studies, but in 
the literature, politics, and social theories of the day. 
Macaulay’s interests, like his reading, were wide, and 
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included almost all subjects, except Inatbematks an% 
philosophy, and he was even then known as an •excep- 
tionally brilliant talker and debater. He took his full 
share of university honors, and in 1824 was appointed tc 
a fellowship. * 4 

Soon after this he began to read law and was admitted 
to the bat in 1826. But until he read law later, with 
the definite purpose of applying its principles to legisla- 
tion for India, he never put his whole heart into the 
study. It was during these years of reading law that he 
began his literary career. After a brief connection with 
Knight^s Quarterly Magazine, he began to write for tlie 
Edinburgh Review, whose editor was the famous scholar, 
critic, and lawyer, Jeffrey. His first contribution was 
the essay on Milton. It attracted immediate and wide 
attention by its brilliancy and force. This was only the 
beginning of a long series of important historical and 
critical essays, most of which were written in the brief 
intervals he found from the pressure of the duties of 
public life. 

His first entry into Parliament was in 1830. His 
maiden speech was in favor of the removal of the politi- 
cal disabilities of the Jews. His first great speech was 
made in 1831, in favor of the Reform Bill. It aroused 
an excited admiration, such as set all who heard it tc 
comparing Macaulay with the greatest orators within 
their memories. From this time to the end of his career 
in Parliament the cry that “ Macaulay was up was suf* 
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fieieiit to fill the house. In all his political career he 
stood ooasistently by the stanch and reasonable principles 
of the Whig party. To his mind the right to govern was 
proved by the exercise of power through the consent of 
the governed and for their good. 

With literary and political distinction came social 
(prominence. Macaulay was overwhelmed with invita- 
itioBS to the houses of the great. l>ut though he found 
in this flattery some modest pleasure, he continued his 
sevei^e labors, and still found his pleasure mainly in his 
own home. 

In 1834 he was made a member of the Supreme Coun- 
cil for India. Upon him fell the principal part of the 
labor of framing the laws for the government of India. 
This so-called Penal Code of India was a inoiuiment not 
only to the industry, but to the high ability of its 
framers. 

In 1838 Macaulay returned from India and made a 
tour through France and Italy. Upon liis return to Eng- 
land, in 1839, he reentered Jholiament as member for 
Edinburgh, and for the next ten years continued liis ac;- 
tive political and literary life. The years 1842 and 1843 
were marked by the publication of tlie La//s of AncieiU 
Rome and his collected Esmys respe('tively. In 1847, 
after his defeat for reflection at Edinburgh, he retired 
to private life to complete his cherished plan of a history 
of England. 

In the following year appeared tbe first two volumes 
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of this famous work. It was greeted with a cordiality 
amounting to enthusiasm. Edition after edition was 
called for, until it rivalled 1;he sucr^ess that had belonged 
to Scott’s novels and Byron’s Childe Harold. Its author 
had held that history could be made as interesting as 
fiction, and he had proved his theory. New honors now 
came to him. He was elected Lord Recto.* of the Uni- 
versity of Glasgow, and appointed to the professorship 
of modern history at Cambridge. The latter j)OBition he 
declined, that lie might continue his own historical work. 
In 1852 he was reelected to Parliament from Edinburgh, 
and in 1856 resigned because of failing liealth. In the 
following year his long career as statesman and man of 
letters received the highest honor reserved for illustri- 
ous Englishmen. He was made a peer, Lord Mtuamlay, 
Baron of Rothley. 

But his great vigor of body and intellect bad now 
failed him, and in two years more he was buried in the 
Poets’ Corner of Westminster Abbey. 

Of Macaulay’s literary work much has been written. 
And to judge him properly is not so easy as his own 
clearness and vigor might seem to indicate. His ad- 
mirers are to be counted by thousands. His detractors 
are few, and these commonly censure in him the absence 
of certain subtleties and of a certain philosophical bal- 
ance, rather than the presence of any .positive faults. 
Here, as elsewhere, it seems to be the business of criti- 
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0iim to judge the writer for what he was rather than 
‘ for what he might have been. 

As an essayist, he is easily one of the two or three 
most interesting, if, indeed, he does not in this regard 
hold the first place in English literature. His style is 
clear and cogent, his imagination vivid, his resources 
abundant. Subjects that are dull in other men’s hands 
in his become fascinating. If his statements are some- 
times too emphatic, the march of his periods too sono- 
rous,-— too mucli like the music of brass instruments, — 
if his thought never rises very high or penetrates very 
deep, these, at least, are faults wliieh are seen rather by 
the trained student of literature than by the ordinary 
reader. And to have won the ordinary reader to the 
perusal of long essays on serious subjects is one of the 
greatest of triumphs. 

Not less interesting to note than his manner are his 
range and variety of subjocds : On and the Civil 

War, on BimvelTs JoJniHoa, on Jlallata^s CimHfitntioyial 
History^ on Pittj on Lord Uncon, ou Lord Clivef on 
Madame d^irhlay, on Ranke's Lices of the Popes, ou the 
Dramatists of the Kostoraticwi, on Education. The list is 
much longer than can be given here. And all this rich. 
md brilliant work was put fortJi for the pages of a maga- 
zine in tlie scant leisure of the busy life of a statesman. 

As a historian, Macaulay still stands first in the power 
of telling an interesting story of the past. Gibbon and 
Green are probably the only English historians who 
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approach him. It is often charged that he overstates a 
ease for the sake of effect, and that his Whig principles 
kept him from that entire impartiality which a historian 
should have. If this is true — and I have not the 
requisite historical knowledge either to support or refute 
the Statement — it is a grave limitation. But the student 
of literature may be permitted to wonder whe ther the tinc- 
ture of error in his work is not atoned for by the skill which 
has ipnade familiar and vivid to many readers what the ac- 
curate but dull historian never could induce them to read. 

Of Macaulay’s powers as an orator we have interesting 
contemporary testimony: “His action — the little that 
he used — was rather uiigainly. His voice was full and 
loud; but it had not the light and shade, the modulation, 
found in practised speakers. His speeches were must 
carefully prepared, and were repeated without the Joss 
or omission of a single word.’^ But his biographer 
Trevelyan says : “ Macaulay sj)oke frequently enough 

on the spur of the moment; and some excellent judges 
were of opinion that, on these occasions, his style gained 
more in animation than it lost in ornament. Even wlien 
he rose in his place to take part in a discussion which 
had long been foreseen, he had no notes in his hand and 
no manuscript in his pocket. . . . Each thought, as it 
rose in his mind, embodied itself in phrases, and clothed 
itself in an appropriate drapery of images, instances, and 
quotations ; and when, in the course of his speech, the 
thought recurred, all the words which gave it point and 
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iewly 6pOT recurred with it.^’ Another con- 
temporary saya: was quite evident that Macaulay 

had not learned the art of speaking from the platform, 
the pulpit, the forum, or any of the usual modes of 
attaining a fluent dictiom He was at once too robust 
and too recondite for these methods of introduction to 
the oratorical art. In all probability it was that fulness 
of mind, which broke out in many departments, that 
constituted him a born orator. Yeheinence of thought, 
veheinence of language, vehemence of manner, were his 
chief characteristics. ... He plunged at once into the 
heart of the matter, and continued his loud resounding 
pace, from beginning to end, without halt or pause. 
This vehemence and volume made Macaulay the terror 
of the reporters; and when he engaged in a subject 
outside their ordinary experience, they were fairly non- 
plussed by the display of names, and dates, and titles. 
He was not a long-winded speaker. In fact, his earnest- 
ness was so great that it would have failed under a very 
long effort. He had the faculty, possesst^d by every great 
orator, of compressing a great deal in a short space.''' 

As a poet, he has fewer claims to distinction. He 
has few lines that please the fancy and -^haunt the 
memoiy. His melodies have not the subtle oliarm that 
the great English poets have known from Chaucer down 
to Tennyson. He does not move to tears. He does not 
arrest one by insight and penetrative imagination as 
does Wordsworth. Compared with the greatest, indeed, 
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*hj0 falls far short. But he can tell a stirring story in 
martial fashion. He can give the reader a lively sense 
of place and action. Indeed, it was his habit not merely 
vrhen composing the Lays^ but in all his reading, to 
imagine not only the actors but the geography of the 
scene. And so his poems, like his prose, bristle with 
allusions that become interesting and effective only as 
the reader widens his own range of reading. 

His best work, indeed almost his only known work, 
in verse is his bailads: TJie jAxys of Ancient Eome, 
Ivry, The Battle of Nasehy, and the unfinished Armada. 
In their lifelike manner and their local color we see the 
point of view, not so much of the historian as of the his- 
torical novelist, and in the verse-structure of the Lays 
we see the influence of Scotl’s metrical romances. 

His purpose in these Lays, the imaginary reproduction 
of lost ballads of tlie Romans, Macaulay has fully ex- 
plained in his letters and in the notes reprinted in the 
present volume. Like everything else that he wrote, 
they found instant favor. John Wilson, the dreaded 
censor of first efforts in poetry, whom not even Tennyson 
could please at first, was emphatic in his praise of the 
Lays. ^ Sir Walter would have rejoiced in Horatius if 
he had been a doughty Douglas. 

‘ Now by our sire Quirinius, 

It was a goodly sight 
To see the thirty standards 
Swept down the tide of flight* 
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Tlmt is the way of doing business 1 A cut-and-thrust 
Btyhf without my flourish, Scott^s style when his blood 
was up, and the first words came like a vanguard im- 
patient for battle/^ The directness and vigor which 
found favor then are still the main charm for readers 
young or old. 

Of Macaulay’s personal characteristics much that en- 
deared him to ftiemory has been recorded. Ilis father 
had been rich, and the son had every reason to expect a 
life free from the necessity of earning money. But while 
he was at college the family fortunes began to decline, 
until, when he left the university, it became evident that 
^Hhroughout the coming years of difficulty and distress, 
his brothers and sisters would depend, mainly upon him 
for comfort, guidance, and support. He acknowledged 
the claim cheerfully, lovingly, and, indeed, almost un- 
consciously. It was not in his disposition to murmur 
over what was inevitable, or to plume himself upon doing 
what was right. He quietly took up the burden which 
his father was unable to bear; and, before many years 
had elapsed, the fortunes of all for whom he considered 
himself responsible were abundantly assured. . . . He 
unlearned the very notion of framing his method of life 
with a view to his own pleasure; and such was his high 
and simple nature, tliat it may \\ ell be doubted whether 
it ever crossed his mind that to live wlioliy for others 
was a sacrifice at all” Treyolyan, from whom the fore- 
going citation is made, has recorded many pleasing pio 
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tures of the hearty love and fun thau ruled in the 
bouaehold which he maintained, and that were continued 
with his nephews and nieces, lie never married, but 
found to his lest years the keenest delight in the society 
of children. His tenderness of heart, his robust vigor, his 
love of fun, and his knack of improvising verses and 
stories made him their favorite playfellow. And so 
simple and unassuming was he in his private life that it 
was long before the children even suspected that their 
playmate Uncle Torn,’^ one of the most distinguished 
men in England, was anything else than their uncle. 

He could seldom be tempted to step outside his own 
immediate circle of friends and relations. His distaste 
for the chance society of a London drawing-room in- 
creased as years went on. . . , <It was with an effort 
that he even dined out, and few of those who met him, 
and enjoyed his animated conversation, could guess how 
much rather he would have remained at home.’ ” 

^^The wealth which Macaulay gathered prudently he 
spent royally, if to spend royally is to spend on others 
rather than yourself. From the time that he began 
to feel the money in his purse almost every page in his 
diary contains evidence of his inexhaustible, and some- 
times rather carelessly regulated, generosity. ... To 
have written, or to pretend to have written, a book, 
whether good or bad, was the surest and shortest road to 
Macaulay’s pocket. . . . He was handsome in all his 
dealings both great and small. Wherever he went (to 
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nm liifi ow^ plirase) he took care to make his mother’s 
son welcome* Within his own household he was posi- 
tively worshipped, and with good reason ; for Sir Walter 
Scott himself was not a kinder master. ... It is pleas^ 
ant to reflect that Macaulay^s goodness was repaid, as far 
as gi‘atitude and affection could suffice to repay it.” 
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HORATIUS 

A LAY MADE ABOUT THE YEAR OF THE CITY OOOLX 


Lars Porsena® of Clusium® 

• By the Nine Gods® he swore 
That the great house of Tarquin 
Should suffer wrong no more®. 

By the Nine Gods he swore it, 

And named a trysting day, 

And bade his messengers ride forth, 

East and west and south and north, 

To summon his array. 

II 

East and west and south and north lo 

The messengers ride fast, 

And tower and town and cottage 
Have heard the trumpet’s blast. 

Shame on the false Etruscan® 

Who lingers in his home, 15 

When For sen a of Clusiuin 
Is on the march for Rome. 
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III 

The horsemen and the footmen 
Are pouring in amain 
!From many a stately market-place. 
From many a fruitful plain. 

From many a lonely hamlet, 

Which, hid by beech and pine, 

Like an eagle’s nest, hangs on the crest 
Of purple Apennine; 


IV 

From lordly Volaterrae®, 

Where scowls the far-famed hold 
Piled by the hands of giants 
For godlike kings of old; 

From seagirt l^opiilonia^ 

Whose sentinels descry 
Sardinia’s® snowy mountain-tops 
Fringing the southern sky ; 


V 

From the proud mart of Pisse®, 

Queen of the 'western waves, 

Where ride Massilia’s® triremes 
Heavy with fair-haired slaves; 

From where sweet 01 an is® wamders 
Through corn and vin^^s and flower®; 
From where Oortona® lifts to heaven 
Her diadem of towers. 
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VI 

"Tall are the oaks whose acorns 
Drop in dark Anser^s® rill ; 

Fat are the stags that champ the boughs 
Of the Ciiiiinian'* hill; 

Peyond all streams Clitumnus® 

Is to the herdsman dear; 

Pest of all pools the fowler loves 
The great Volsinian mere®. 


VII 

But now no stroke of woodman 
Is heard by Auser’s rill ; 

No hunter tracks the stag’s green path 
Up the Ciminian hill ; 

Unwatched along Clitumnus 
Grazes the milk-white steer; 
Unharmed the water fowl may dip 
Jn the A^olsinian mere. 


VIII 

The harvests of Arretium®, 

This year, old men shall reap; 

This year, young boys in Unibro® 

^hall plunge the struggling sheep®; 
And in the vats of Luna®, 

This year, the must shall foam 
Bound the white feet of laughing girls® 
Whose sires have marched to Borne. 
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IX 

There be thirty chosen prophets. 

The wisest of the land, 

Who alway by Lars Forsena 
Both morn and evening stand: 
Evening and morn the Thirty 
Have turned the verses o’er. 

Traced from the right on linen white® 
By mighty seers of yore. 


And with one voice the Thirty 
Have their glad answer given: 
Go forth, go forth, l^ars Forsena; 
Go forth, beloved of Heaven; 

Go, and return in glory 
To Chisiiim’s royal dome ; 

And hang round ^4ursia’s° altars 
The golden shields of Home.'' 


xr 

And now hath every city 
Sent up her tale of men ; 

The foot are fourscore thousand. 
The horse are thousands ten. 
Before the gates of 

Is met the great array. 

A proud mnn was Lavs Forsena 
upon the tiy sting day. 
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XII 

For all the Etruscan armies 
Were ranged beneath his eye. 
And many a banished Roman, 
And many a stout ally ; 

And with a mighty following 
To join the muster came 
The Tusculan Mamilius®, 

Prince of the Latian® name. 


XIII 

But by the yellow Tiber 
Was tumult and affright: 

From all the spacious champaign 
To Rome men took their flight. 

A mile around the city, 

The throng stopped up the ways ; 
A fearful sight it was to see 

Through two long nights and daya 


XIV 

For aged folks on crutches, 

And women great with child, 

And mothers sobbing over babes 
That clung to them and smiled, 

And sick men borne in litters 
High on the necks of slaves, 

And troops of sun-burned husbandmen 
With reaping-hooks and staves- 



UAVAVLAY^S POEMS 


XV 

And droves of mules and asses 
Xiaden with skins of wine, 

And endless flocks of goats and sheep^ 
And endless herds of kine, 

And endless trains of wagons 

That creaked beneath the weight 
Of corn- sacks and of household goods^ 
Choked every roaring gate. 


XVI 

Now, from the rock Tarpe5an% 

Could the wan burghers si)y 
The line of blazing villages 
lied in the midnight sky. 

The Fathers of the City, 

They sat all night and day, 

For every hour some horseman came 
With tidings of dismay. 


XVII 

To eastward and to westward 
Have spread the Tuscan bands; 
Nor house, nor fence, nor dovecote 
In Crustumerium® stands. 
Verbenna down to Ostia® 

Hath wasted all the plain; 
Astur hath stoimied d aniculum®. 
And the stout guards are slain. 
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XVIII 

I wis, in all the Senate, 

Th©i*8 was no heart so bold, 

But sore it ached, and fast it beat^ 
When that ill news was told. 
Forthwith up rose the C'onsul, 

Up rose the Fathers all ; 

In haste they p^irded up their gowns, 
And hied them to the wall. 


XIX 

They held a council standing, 

Before the Kiver-Gate; 

Short time was there, ye well may guess, 
For musing or debate. 

Out spake the Consul roundly; 

The bridge must straight go down ; 
For, since Janicuham is lost, 

bought else can save the town.” 


XX 

Just then a scout came flying, 

All wild with haste and fear : 

<< To arms ! to arms ! Sir Consul: 

Bars Forsena is here.” 

On the low hills to westward 
The Consul flxed his eye, 

And saw the swarthy storm of dust, 
Bise fast along the sky. 
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XXI , 

And nearer fast and nearer 

Doth the red whirlwind come ; 

And louder still and still more loud, 
From underneath that rolling cloud, 

Is heard the trumpet^s war-note proud, 
The trampling, and the hum. 

And plainly and more plainly 
Now through the gloom appears. 

Far to left and far to right, 

In broken gleams of dark-blue light, 
The long array of helmets bright. 

The long array of spears. 

XXIX 

And plainly and more plainly, 

Above that glimmering line, 

Now might ye see the banners 
Of twelve fair cities shine; 

But the banner of proud Clnsium 
Was highest of them all, 

The terror of the Umbrian, 

The terror of the OauL 


xxin 

And plainly and more plainly 
Now might the burghers know. 

By port and vest, by horse and crest^ 
Each warlike 
There Cilnius of Arretiura 
On his fleet roan was seenj 
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And A»tur of tKe four-fold liliield, 

Girt with the brand none else may wield, 
Tolumnius with the belt of ^old. 

And dark Verbenna from the hold 
By reedy Thrasymene®. 

XXIV 

Fast by the royal standard. 

Overlooking all the war, 

Lars For sen a of C hi slum 
Sat in his ivory car. 

By the right wheel rode Mamilius, 

Prince of the Latian name ; 

And by the left false Sextus®, 

That wrought the deed of shame. 

XXV 

But when the face of Sextus 
Was seen among the foes, 

A yell that rent the firmament 
From all the town arose. 

On the house-tops was no woman 
But sjiat towards him and liissed, 

No child but screamed out curses. 

And shook its little fist. 


XXVI 

But the Consul’s brow was sad, 

And the Consul’s speech was low. 
And darkly looked he at the wall, 
And darkly at the foe. 
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“Their van will be upon us 
Before the bridge goes down ; 

And if they once may win the bridge. 
What hope to save the town ? ** 

XXVII 

Then out spake brave Horafcius, 

Tlif Captain of the Gate : 

To every man upon this earth 
Death oometh soon or late. 

And how can man die better 
Than facing fearful odds, 

For the ashes of his fathers, 

And the temples of his Gods, 


XXVIII 

“And for the tender mother 
Who dandled him to rest. 

And for the wife who nurses 
His baby at her breast, 

And for the holy maidens 
WIio feed the eternal flame, 

To save them from false Sextus 
That wrought the deed of sliame ? 


XXIX 

“Hew down the bridge, Sir Consul, 
With all the s}>eed ye may ; 

I, with two more to help me, 

Will hold the foe in play. 





In you strait path a thousand 
May well be stopped by three. 
Now who will stand on either hand 
And keep the bndge witli me ? " 


XXX 

Then out spake Spur! us Lartius; 

A Kainuiaii® proud was he : 

I will stand at thy right hand. 
And keep the bridge with thee.” 
And out spake strong Herminias 
Of Titian® l)lood was he : 
will abide on thy left side, 

And keep the bridge with thee.” 


XXXI 

^^Horatins,” quoth the Consul, 

As thou sayest, so let it be.” 

And straiglit against that great array 
Forth went tlie dauntless Three. 
For Romans in Rome’s quarrel® 
8[>ared neither land nor gold, 

Kor son nor wife, nor limb nor life. 
In the brave days of old. 


XXXII 

Then none was for a party 
Then all were for the state; 

Then the great men helped the poor. 
And the poor man loved the greai; 
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Then lands were fairly portioned; 

Then spoils were fairly sold : 

The Bomans were like brothers 
In the brave days of old. 

XXXIII 

Now Boman is to Boman 
More hateful than a foe, 

And til?? Tribunes® beard the high. 

And the Fathers® grind the low. 

As we wax hot in faction, 

In battle we wax cold; 

Wherefore men fight not as they fought 
In the brave days of old. 

XXXTV 

Now while the Three were tightening 
Their harness on their backs, 

The Consul was the foremost man 
To take in hand an axe: 

And Fathers mixed with Commons® 
Seized hatchet, bar, and crow, 

And smote upon the planks above. 

And loosed the props below. 

XXXV 

Meanwhile the Tuscan army. 

Bight glorious to behold, 

Came flashing back tlie noonday lights 

Bank behind rank, like surges bright 
Of a broad sea of gold. 
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Four himdred trumpets sounded 
A peal of warlike glee, 

As that great host, with measured treads 
And spears advanced, and ensigns spread, 
Kolled slowly towar<is the bridge’s head, 299 
Where stood the dauntless Three. ” * 


XXXVI 

The Three stood calm and silent. 

And looki'd upon the foes, 

And a great shout of laughter 

From all the vanguard rose; 29$ 

And forth three cliiefs came spurring 
Before that de.ep array; 

To earth they sprain g, their swords they drew, 
Ard lifted high their sriields, and hew 

To win the n arrow" wayj 300 


XXXVII 

Aunns from green Tifernum®, 

Lord of the Hill of Vines; 

And Seins, wdiose eight hundred slaves 
Sicken in lira’s® mines; 

And Pious, long to Clusium _ 305 

Vassal in peace and w"ar, 

Who led to fight his Umbrian powers 
From that gray crag where, girt with towers, 
The fortress of Kequinum® lowers 
O’er the pale waves of Nar.® 


310 
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Stout Lartius hurled down Aunus 
Into the stream beneath ; 

Herminius struck at Seius, 

And clove him to the teeth ; 

At Picus brave lloratius 
Darted one fiery thrust ; 

And tlAi proud Umbrian’s gilded arms 
Clashed in tlie bloody dust. 


XXX TX 

Then Ocnus of Falerii® 

Rushed on the Roman Three; 

And Jiausulus of Urgo^', 

The rover of tlie sea; 

And Aruns of Volsini 11111°, 

Who slew tlu^ great wild boar, 

The great wild boar that had liis den 
Amidst the reeds of ( 'osa’s^ fen, 

And wasted fndds, and slaughtered men, 
Along Albinia’s shore. 


XL 

Herminius smote down Aruns: 

Lartius laid Ocnus low : 

Right to the heart of Lausulus 
HoratiuvS sent a blow. 

‘<Lie there,” he <!ried, “fell pirate I 
No more, aghast ami pale, 
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From Ogfcia^s walls the crowd shall mark 
The track of tliy destroying bark. 

No more Campanians® hinds shall fly 
To woods and c<avorns when they spy 
Th}^ thrice accursed sail/^ 

XL.I 

But now no sound of laughter 
Was lieard among the foes. 

A wild and wrathful clamor 
From all the vanguard rose. 

Six spc^ars’ length from the entrance 
Halted that deep array, 

At)d for a space no man came forth 
To win the narrow way. 

XLIl 

But hark! the cry is Astur; 

And lo ! the ranks divide; 

And the great Bord of Buna 
Comes with his stately stride. 

UjKm his am]de shoulders 

Clangs loud the four-fold shield, 

And in his hand he shakes the brand 
Which none but he can wield. 


Xlilll 

He smiled on those bold Homans 
A siuile ser€ine and high ; 

He eyed the flinching Tuscans, 
And scorn wa^s in his eye. 





^cstb he, << The she-wolf s litter^ #i 

Stand savagely at bay : 

But will ye dare to follow, 

If Astur clears the way ? 

XlilV 

Then, whirling up his broadsword 

With both hands to the height, 365 

He rushed against Horatiiis, 

And smote with all his might. 

With shield and blade Horatius 
Bight deftly turned the blow. 

The blow, though turned, came yet too nigh ; 37a 
It missed his helm, but gashed his thigh : 

The Tuscans raised a joyful cry 
To see the red blood flow. 

xnv 

He reeled, and on Herminius 

He leaned one breathing-space ; 375 

Then, like a wild cat mad with wounds, 

Sprang right at Asl ur’s face. 

Through teeth, and skull, and helmet 

So fierce a thrust he sped, ^ 

The good sword stood a hand-breadth out 380 
Behind the Tuscan’s head. 

XLTI 

And the great T^r<l of Lttna 
Fell at that deadly stroke, 

As falls on Mount Alvernus® 

A thuiider^siBitten oak. 3g| 



MOMAWm 


cr^Bbing fomt 
Tbe giant arms lie spread | 

And tbe pale augurs, muttering low. 
Gaze on the blasted head. 


XL VII 

On Astur’s throat Horatius 
Eight fii-inly pressed his heel ; 

And thrice and four times tugged amain. 
Ere he wrenched out tbe steel. 

“And see,” he cried, “the welcome, 

Fair guests, that waits you liere 1 
What noble Luciimo comes next 
To taste our Roman cheer ? ” 


XL nil 

But at his haughty challenge 
A sullen murmur ran, 

Mingled of wrath, and shame, and dread, 
Along that glittering van. 

There lacked not men of prowess, 

Nor men of lordly race; 

For all Etruria’s noblest 
Were round the fatal place. 


XLIX 

But all Etruria’s noblest 
Felt their hearts sink to see 
On the earth the bloody corpses. 

In the path the dauntless Three: 
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And from Urn ghastly entrance 
Where those bold^Romang stood, 
All shrank, like boys who unaware^ 
Ranging the woods to start a hare, 
Come to the mouth of the dark lair 
Where, growling low, a fierce old bear 
Lies amidst bones and blood. 


Was none who would be foremost 
To lead such dire attack ; . 

But those behind cried, “ Forward I 
And those before cried, Back I 
And backward now and forward 
Wavers the deep array ; 

And on the tossing sea of steel, 

To and fro the standards reel ; 

And the victorious trumpet-peal 
Dies fitfully away. 

ni 

Yet one man for one moment 
Stood out before the crowd; 

Well known was be to all the Three, 
And tliey gave him greeting loud. 
'^Now welcome, welcome, Sextus! 

Now welcome to thy home ! 

Why dost thou stay, and turn away ? 
Here lies the road to Kom^.*’ 

nri 

Thrice looked he at the city ; 

Thrice looked he at the dead; 
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And tlirice came on in 

And thrice turned back in dread : 

And, white with feao" and hatred., 
Scowled at the nan^ow way 

Where, wallowing in a pool of blood. 
The bravest Tuscans lay. 

mil 

But meanwhile axe and lever 
Have manfully been plied ; 

And now the bridge hangs tottering 
Above the boiling tide. 

Come back, come back, Herat ius I ^ 
lioud cried the Fathers all. 

" Back, Lartius ! back, Herminius ! 
Back, ere the ruin fall I 

liTT 

Back darted Spurins Bartius; 
Herminius darted back: 

And, as they passed, beneath their feet 
They felt the timbers crack. 

But when they turned their faces, 

And on the farther shore 

Saw brave Horatius stand alone, 

They would have crossed once more. 

I.T 

But with w erash like thunder 
Fell every loosened beam, 

And, like a dam, the mighty wreck 
Lay right atliwart the stream ; 



mMstrtJLrw mmaia 

Axid % t0n$ iiMt of friiium}! 

"BUmB from the walls of l^moi 

As to the highest turret-tops 
Was splashed the yellow foamt 

I.V1 

And like a horse unbroken 
Whep first he feels the rein. 

The furiovis river struggled hard, 

And tossed his tawny mane, 

And burst the curb, and bounded, 
Rejoicing to be free, 

And whirling down, in fierce career 

Battlement, and plank, and pier. 
Rushed headlong to the sea. 

IiVlI 

Alone stood brave Horatius, 

But constant still in mind; 

Thrice thirty thousand foes before, 
And the broad flood behind. 

" Down with him I ” cried false Sextus, 
With a smile on his pale face. 

^ Now yield thee,’^ cried Bars Porsena. 

Now yield thee to our grace.” 

nviii 

Round turned he, as not deigning 
Those craven ranks to see ; 

Nought spake he to Dars Porsena, 

To Sextus nought spake he ; 
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But on Falatinus® 

The white porch of his home J 
And he spake to the noble river 
That rolls by the towers of Borne* 

LIX 

•‘Oh; Tiber! father Tiber! 

To whom the Bomans pray, 

A Boman^s life, a Bom an’ s arms, 

Take thou in charge this day.” 

So he spake, and speaking sheathed 
The good sword by his side, 

And with his harness on his back, 
Plunged headlong in the tide. 

nx 

No sound of joy or sorrow 
Was heard from either bank; 

.But friends and foes, in dumb surprise. 
With parted lips and straining eyes. 
Stood gazing where he sank ; 

And when •above the surges 
They saw his crest appear, 

All Rome sent forth a raj)turou8 cry. 
And even the ranks of Tuscany 
Could scarce forbear to cheer. 

• LXI 

But fiercely ran the current, 

Swollen high by months of rain: 

And fast his blood was flowing, 

And be was sore in naiii» 
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And heavy with hia armor. 

And spent with changing blows : Si| 

And oft they thought him sinking. 

But still again he rc^e. 


nxii 

Never, I ween, did swimmer. 

In such au evil case, 

Struggle through such a raging flood 520 

Safe to the landing-place : 

But his limbs wei*e l)ornc up bravely 
the brave heart within, 

And our good father Tiber 

Bore bravely up his chin.^ 523 


X.XIII 

"Curse on him ! quoth false Sextus $ 

"Will not the villain drown ? 

But for this stay, ere close of day 
We should have sacked the town ! 

"Heaven help him ! quoth Lars Porsena, 53^ 
"And bi’ing him safe to shore; 

For such a gallant feat of arms 
Was never seen before/^ 

I Our ladye bare upp her ebinne/* 

“ Ballad of Childe Waters.** 

** Never heavier man and horse 
Stemmed a midnight torreut’s for(?e; 

a ttt * » » » 

Yet, through good heart and our Lady’s grace, 

A-t length he gained the landing-place.'’ 

JL^y &i tka Last Minstrel,'* 
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And now be feels the bottom ; 

Kow Oil dry earth he stands ; 

Now round him throng the Fathers 
To press his gory hands ; 

And now, with shouts and clapping, 
^ And noise of weeping loud, 

He enters through the River-Gate, 
Borne by the joyous crowd. 


nxv 

They gave him of the corn-land, 

That was of public right, 

As much as two strong oxen 

Could plough from morn till night® 
And they made a molten image, 

And set it up on high, 

And there it stands unto this day 
To witness if 1 lie. 


nxvi 

It stands in the Comitium% 

Plain for all folk to see; 
Horatius in his harness, 

Halting upon one knee : 

And underneath is written, 
in letters all of gold, 

How valiantly he kept the bridge^ 
In the brave days of old. 
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And etill his name sounds stirring 
Unto the men of Home, 

As the triiinx>et-blast that cries to them 560 

To charge tlie Volscian home; 

And wives still pray to Juno 

For^boys with iiearts as bold ^ 

As his who kept the bridge so well 

In the brave days of old. 565 


nxvrii 

And in the nights of winter, 

When the cold north winds blow, 

And the long howling of the wolves 
Is heard amidst the snow; 

When round the lonely cottage 57a 

Roars loud the temj^est’s din, 

And the good logs of Algidus® 

Roar louder yet within; 


I.XTX 

When the oldest cask is opened, 

And the largest lainx) is lit; 575 

When the chestnuts glow in the embers 
And the kid turns on the spit; 

When young and ohl in circle 
Around the hrebrands close; 

When the girls are weaving baskets, 5 Sq 

And the lads are shaping bows ; 
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When the goodman mends his armor, 
And trims his helmet’s plume ; 
When the good wife’s shuttle merrily 
Goes hashing through the loom ; 
With weeping and with laughter 
BtiJl is the story told, 

How well Herat ins kept the bridge 
In the brave days of old. 



THE BATTLE OF THE LAKE REGILLUS" 
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L LAY 81TNG AT THE FEAST OF CASTOR AND POLLUX ON THE 
IDES OF QUINTILIS JN THE YEAR OF THE CITY GOCCLI 


Ho, trumpets, sound a war-note ! 

Ho, lictors'^, clear the way ! 

The Knights will ride, in all their pride 
Along the streets to-day. 

To-day the doors and windows 5 

Are hung with garlands all, 

Krorn (lastor in the Forum, 

To Mars without the wall. 

Each JCiiight is robed in purple, 

With olive (^ach is crowned ; 10 

A gallant war-horse undcn* each 
Faws haughtily the ground. 

While flows the V(‘llow Kiver% 

While stands the Sacred Hill®, 

The proud Ides of Quiiitilis® 15 

Shall have such honor still. 

Gay are the Martian Ivaleiids®, 

December’s Nones® are gay, 

But the proud ides, when the squadron rides, 
Shall be Kome's whitest day. 

26 


20 
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Unto the Great Twin Brethren® 

We keep this solemn feast. 

Swift, swift, the Great Twin Brethren 
(.aine spuiring f»'om the east. 

They came o'er wild Parthenius® 
Tossing in waves of pine, 

O’er Cirrha’s® dome, o’er Adria’s"^ foam, 
O’er parade A]>ennine, 

From where with tiutt^s and dances 
Their ancient marisioii rings, 

In lordly Lacedannon, 

The City of two kings, 

To wliere, by Lake Begillus, 

Under the I’orcian height. 

All in the lands of Tnsculmn, 

Was fouglit the glorious fight. 


Ill 

l^Tow on the ]dace of slaiight^er 
Are cots and sheepfolds seen, 

And rows of vines, and fields of wheat, 
And apple-orchards green; 

The swine crush the big acorns 
That fall from Corne’s® oaks. 

Upon the turf by the Fair Fount 
The reaper’s pottage smokes. 

The fisher baits his angle; 

The hunter twangs his bow; 

Little they think on those strong limbs 
That moulder deep below. 
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Little they think how sternly 
That day the trumpets pealed ; 
How in the slippery swamp of blood 
Warrior and war-horse reeled; 
How wolves came with fierce gallop, 
And crows on eager wings, 

To tear the flesh of ca])tain8, 

And peck the eyes of kings; 

How thick the dead lay scattered 
Under the Porcian height ; 

How through the gates of Tusculum 
Paved the wild stream of llight ; 
And how the Lake lie gill us 
Bubbled with crimson fo:iin, 

What time the Thirty (hties® 

Caine forth to war witli Rome. 


IV 

But, Roman, when thou staudcst 
XJpon that holy ground, 

Look thou with heed on the dark roc 
That girds the dark lake round. 

So shalt thou see a hoof-mark 
Stam])ed deep into the tUnt: 

It was no hoof of mortal steed 
That made so strange a <liut: 
There to the Great Twin l>rothren 
Vow thou tliy vows, and pray 
That they, in tempest and in fight, 
Will keep thy head alway. 
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V 

Stiiice last the Great Twin Brethren 
Of mortal 03^ es were seen, 

Have years gone by an hundred 

And fourscore and thirteen. ft" 

That summer a Virginius 
Was consul first in place; 

The second was stout Aulus, 

Of the Bosthmnian® race. 

The Herald of the Latiiies 
From Gabii'’ came in state : 

The Herald of the Latines 

Passed through Rome’s Eastern Gate: 

The Herald of the Latines 

Did in our Forum stand ; 9a 

And there he did his office, 

A sceptre in his hand, 

VI 

** Hear, Senators and people 
Of the good town of Rome, 

The Thirty Cities charge you 95 

To bring the Tarquins home ; 

And if ye still be stubborn, 

To work the Tarquins wrong, 

The Thirty Cities warn you, 

Look that your walls be strong/' nm 

VTT 

Then spake the Consul Aulus, 

Pe spake a bitter jest : 
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Once the jays sent a message 
Unto the eagle’s nest: — 
yield thou up thine eyiie 
Unto the carrion-kite, 

Or come forth valiantly, and face 
The jays in deadly light. — 

Torth looked in wrath the eagle; 

And carrion-kite and jay, 

Soon as they saw his beak and claw. 
Fled screaming far away.” 


VIII 

The Herald of the Latines 
Hath hied him back in state: 

The Fathers of the (hty® 

Are met in higli debate. 

Then spake the elder Consul, 

An ancient man and wise: 

liearkeii, (Conscript Fathers, 
^ITo that which I advise. 

In seasons of great ]>eril 

’Tis good that one bear sway; 

Then clioose we a Hictator, 

Whom all men shall obey. 

Camerium^ knows liow deeply 
The sword of Aulus bites, 

And all our city calls him 
The man of seventy lights. 

Then let him be Dictator 

For six months and no more, 

And have a Master of the Knighte, 
And axes® twenty-four.” 
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So Aulus was Dictator, 

TIjo man of seveut^ tights; 

He made u 3 Cbiitius hdva 

His Master of the Knights. 

On the tliird morn thereafter, 

At dawning of the day, 

Did Aulus and -dfibutius 
Set forth with their array. 

Sempronius Atratinus 

Was left in charge at }}oine, 

With boys, and with gray-ii ended men, 

To keep the walls of Rome. 

Hard by the Lake llegillus 145 

Our camp was pit(*hed at night: 

Eastward a mile the Latinos lay. 

Under the l\>rciaii height. 

Far over hill and valley 

Their mighty host was spread ; 150 

And with their thousand watch-fires 
The midnight sky was red. 

X 

TJp rose the golden morning 
Over the Porcian height, 

The proud Ides of Qiiiiitilis 155 

Marked evermore with white. 

Not without secret trouble 
Our bravest saw the foes ; 

For girt by threescore thousand spears, 

The tnirty standards rose. 160 

From every warlike city 

That boasts the Latian name, 
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Foredoomed fco dogs and vultures, 

That gallant army came ; 

From Setia^s® purple vineyards, 165 

From Norba’s® ancient wall, 

From the white streets of Tusculum, 

The proudest town of all ; 

From where the Witch’s Fortress® 

Overhangs the dark-blue seas; 170 

From IJlie still glassy lake that sleeps 
Beneath Aricia’s® trees — 

Those trees in whose dim shadow 
The ghastly priest® doth reign, 

The priest wlio slew the slayer, 175 

And shall himself be slain ; 

From the drear banks of Ufens®, 

Where flights of marsh-fowl play, 

And buffaloes lie wallowing 

Through the hot summer’s day ; 180 

From the gigantic watch-towers, 

No work of earthly men, 

WheiKH? (h)ra’B® sentinels o’erlook 

The never-ending fen ; ? 

From the Laurenlian® jungle, 185 

The wild hog’s reedy home,; 

From tlie green steeps wlieiu^e Anio® leaps 
In floods of snow-white foam. 


XX 

Aricia, Cora, Norba, 

Velitne®, with the might 190 

Of Setia and of Tuse.ulum, 

Were marshailed on the right: 
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Th© leader was Mamilius, 

Prince of the Latijui name ; 

Upon his head a helmet 

Of red gold shone like flame ; 

High on a gallant charger 
Of dark-gray hue he rode ; 

Over his gilded armor 
- A vest of purple flowed. 

Woven in the land of sunrise 

By Syrians dark-browed daughters, 
And by the sails of Cartilage brought 
Far o^er the southern waters. 


XII 

Lavinium® and Lauren turn 2^5 

Had on the lelt their post, 

With all the banners of the marsh. 

And banners of the coast. 

Their leader was false Sextus, 

That wrought the deed of shame : sio 

With restless pace and haggard face 
To his last field he came. 

Men said he saw strange visions 
Which none beside might see, 

And that strange sounds were in his ears aif 
Which none might hear but he. 

A woman fair and stately, 

But pale as are the dead, 

Oft through the watches of the night 

Sat spinning by liis bed. mao 

And as she plied the distaff, 

In a sweet voice and low 



MACAULAT^S JPOSMS 


She sang of great old houses, 

And fights fought long ago. 

So spun she, and so sang she, 225 

Until the east was gray. 

Then pointed to her bleeding bi*east, 

And shrieked, and fled away*^. 


" XIII 

JBut in the centre thickest 

^Vere ranged the shields of foes, 230 

And from the centre loudest 
The cry of battle rose. 

There Tibur° niarclied and Pedum® 

Beneath proud Tarquiids ride, 

And FerentinujiP of the rock, 235 

j\nd Gabii of the pool. 

There rode tlui Y olscian® succors : 

There, in a dark stern ring, 

The Konian exiles gathered close 

Around the ancient king. 240 

Though white as Mount Soracte, 

When winter nights are long, 

His beard flowed down o’er mail and belt. 

His heart and hand were strong: 

Under his hoary eyebrows 245 

Still flashed forth quenchless rage : 

And, if the lancie shook in his gripe, 

’Twas more with iiate than age. 

Close at his vside was Titus 

On an Apulian® steed, 25a 

Titus, the yoiuigest Tarquin, 

Too good for such a breed. 
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Now on each sid^ the leaders 
Give signal for the charge ; 

And on each side the footmen 
Strode on with lauce and large; 
And on each side the horsemen 
Struck their spurs deep in gore, 
A-nd front to front the armies 
Met with a mighty roar : 

And under that great battle 
The earth with blood was red ; 
And, like the Poinptine® fog at morn. 
The dust hung overhead ; 

And lomier still and louder 
Kose from the darkened field 
The braying of the war-horns, 

The clang of sword and shield, 

The rush of squadrons sweeping 
Like whirlwinds o’er the plain. 
The shouting of the slayers, 

And screeching of the slain. 


XV 

False Sextus rode out foremost, 

Plis look was high and bold ; 

His corslet was of bison’s liide. 
Plated with steel and gold. 

As glares the famished eagle 
From the Di gentian® rock 
On a choice lamb that hounds alone 
Before Bandusia’s® flock. 
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Herminius glared on Sextus, 

And came with eagle speed, 

Herminius on black Auster, 

Brave champion on brave steed ; 

In his right hand the broadsword 285 

That kept the bridge so well, 

And on his helm the crown he won 
When proud Fidenae® fell. 

Woe to the maid whose lover 

Shall cross his path to-day ! 290 

False Sextus saw, and trembled, 

And turned and fled away. 

As turns, as flies the woodman 
In the Calabrian brake, 

When through the reeds gleams the round eye 
Of that fell speckled snake ; 296 

So turned, so fl(3d, false Sextus, 

And hid him in the rear, 

Behind the dark Lav ini an ranks, 

Bristling with crest and spear®. 30c 


XVI 

But far to north ^Ibiitius, 

The Master of tlie Knights, 

Gave Tubero of Norba 
To feed the Forcian kites. 

Next under those red horse-hoofs 30$ 

Flacciis of Setia lay; 

Better had he been pruning 
Among bis elms that day. 

Mara i lies saw the slaughter, 

And tossed his golden crest, ji« 
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And towards the Master of tbe Kniglits 
Thi'ough the thick battle pressed. 
AEbutius smote Mamilins 
So fiercely on the shield 
That the great lord of Tiisculum 
Well nigh rolled on the field. 
Mamilins smote ^butius, 

With a good aim and true, 

Jhfet where the neck and shoulder join 
And pierced him through and through 
And brave JEbutius Elva 

Fell swooning to the ground ; 

But a thick wall of bucMers 
Encompassed him around. 

His clients from the battle 
Bare him some little space, 

And filled a helm from the dark lake, 
And bathed his brow and face ; 

And when at last he opened 
His swimming eyes to light, 

Men say, the earliest word he spake 
Was, ^‘Friends, how goes the fight?” 


XVII 

But meanwhile in the centre 

Great deeds of arms were wrought; 
There Aldus the Dictator 
And there Valerius fought. 

Aulus with his good broadsword 
A bloody passage cleared 
To where, amidst the thickest foes, 
H« saw the long white beard. 
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Flat lighted that good broadsword 
Upon proud Tarquin’s head* 

He dropped the iance : he dropped the reins : 

He fell as fall the dead. 

Down Aulus springs to slay him, 345 

With eyes like coals of fire ; 

But faster Titus hath sprung down, 

And hath bestrode his sire. 

Latian captains, E-oman knights, 

Fast down to earth they spring, 350' 

And hand to hand they light on foot 
Around the ancient king. 

First Titus gave tall Cieso 
A death- wound in tlie face ; 

Tall Caeso was the bravest man 355 

Of the brave Fabian race; 

Aulus slew Kex of Gabii, 

The priest of J uno\s shrine ; 

Valerius smote down Julius, 

Of Koine’s great Julian line; 360 

Julius, who left his mansion 
High on the Velian° hill, 

And through all turns of weal and woe 
Followed ])roud Taripiin still. 

Now right across proud Tarquin 365 

A corpse was Julius laid; 

And Titus groaned with rage and grie^ 

And at Valerius made. 

Valerius struck at Titus, 

And lopped off half his crest; 370 

But Titus stabbed Valerius 
A span deep in the breast. 

Like a mast snapped by the tempest, 

Valerius reeled and lelL 
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Ah I woe is me for the good houje 
That loves the people well I 
Then shouted loud the Latiiies; 

And with oue rush they bore 
The struggling Komans Ivackward 
Three lances’ length and more: 
And up they took i)roud Tarquin, 
And laid him on a sh ield, 

And four strong yeomen bare him, 
Still senseless from the field. 


XVII I 

But fiercer grew the fighting 
Around Valerius dead; 

For Titus dragged him by the foot. 
And A ulus by the he ‘ad. 

^^On, La.tines, on!’’ quoth Titus, 

See how the rebels fly ! ” 
^^Bonuins, stand firm !” quoth Aulus, 

“ And wdn this fight, or die I 
Tliey must not give Valerius 
To i*aven and to kite ; « 

For aye Valerius loathed the wrong, 
And aye upheld the right; 

And for your wives and babies 
In the front rank he fell, 
l^ow play the men for the good house 
That loves the people well ! ” 

XIX 

Then tenfold round the body 
The roar of battle rose. 



UACfdULAY^S POmS 

like the roar of a boxmng forest, 

When a strong north wind blows. 

Now backward, and now forward, 
Rocked furiously the fray, 

Till none could see Valerius, 

And none wist where he lay. 

For shivered arms and ensigns 
Were heaped there in a mound, 

And gorpses stiff, and dying men 

That writhed and gnaweil the ground ; 

And wounded horses kicking, 

And snorting purple foam : 

Eight well did such a couch befit 
A Consular of Rome. 


XX 

But north looked the Dictator ; 

North look(*d he long and Iiard ; 

And spake to Cains Oossns, 

The Captain of his Guard j 
Cains, of .all the Romans 
Thou hast the keenest sight; 

Say, what through yondtu* storm of dust' 
Comes from the Latian right ? 


XXI 

Then answered Caius Cossus. 

see an evd sight; 

The banner of luoiid TusH'mlum 
Comes from the Latian right ; 
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I see the plumed horsemen ; 

And far before the rest 430 

I see the dark-gray (diarger, 

I see the ]^uri le vest ; 

I see the golden helmet 

That shines far oft like flame; 

So ever rides Mainilins, 435 

Prince of the Latiaii name.’*' 


XXII 

hearken, Cains Cossiis: 

S2>ring on thy llorse^s back : 

Kitle as the wolves of Ajxniniue 

\\ ere all u})()ij thy track ; . 440 

Haste i(> our south vva.jv| battle; 

And never drav thy rein 
Until thou find IJerininius, 

And bid him come amain." 


XXIII 

So Aulns spake, and turned him 445 

Again to that fierce strife; 

And Caius Cossus inounteh, 

And rode for death and life. 

Loud clanged beneath his liorsedioofs 

The helmets of the dead, 450 

And a (uirdling pool of blood 

Splashed liim from heel to head. 

So came he far to soutliward, 

Where fought the lioman host. 
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Against the banners of the marsh 
And banners of the coast. 

Like corn before the sickle 
The stout Lavinians fell, 
Beneath the edge of the true sword 
That kept the bridge so well. 


4 XXIV 

*^Herminius ! Aulus greets thee ; 

He bids thee come with speed, 
To help our central battle, 

For sore is there our need ; 
There wars the youngest Tarquin, 
And there the (Jrest of Flame, 
The Tusculan Mamilius, 

Frince of the Latian name. 
Valerius hath fallen fighting 
In front of our array : 

And Aulus of the seventy fields 
Alone upholds the day.” 


XXV 

Herminius beat his bosom: 

But never a word he spake. 

He clasped his hand on Auster^s inane 
He gave the reins a shake. 

Away, away, wTnt Auster, 

Like an arrow from the bow : 

Black Auster was the fleetest steed 
From Aufidus® to Bo. 
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XXVI 

Right glad were all the Tloinaiis 
Who, in tLat iiour of dread, 

Against great odds bare up the war 
Around Valerius dead, 

When from the south the cheering 485 

Rose with a mighty swell; 

‘^Herniinius comes, Herminius, 

Who ke^Jt the bridge so well I 


XXVII 

Mainilius spied Herminius, 

And dashed across tlu^ w<ay. 490 

Herminius ! \ have sought thee 
Through many a bloody day. 

One of us two, Herminius, 

Shall never more go home. 

I will lay on for Tusculuiii, 495 

And lay thou on for Rome I " 


XXVIII 

All round them paused the battl^ 

Wliile met in mortal fray 
The Roman and the Tuseulan, 

The hojvses black and gray. 500 

Herminius smote Mainilius 

Through breast-plate and through breast; 

And fast flowed out the purple blood 
Over the purple vest. 
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Mmilius smote Herminhis 
Through Jiead-pieee and tliroiigh head, 
And side by side tliose chiefs of pride 
Together fell down dead. 

Down fell they dead together 
In a great lake of gore; 

And still stood all who saw them fall 
While men might count a score. 


xxrx 

Fast, fast, with heels wild s])urning, 

The dark-gray cl larger HimI : 

He burst tli rough ranks of hgliting men, 
He sprang o’er hca]>s of dejid. 

His bridle far oiit-strea-niing, 

His hanks all blood and foam, 

He sought the southern mountains, 

The mountains of his home. 

Tln^. ])a,ss was sttic]) and rugged, 

The Avolves they howled and whined; 

But he ran like a whirlwind n[) the pass, 
And he left the wolvc^s Indiind. 

Through many a startled hamlet 
Thundered his Hying feet; 

He rushed through the gate of Tusculum, 
He rushed up the long white street; 

He rushed hy tower and temple, 

And ])aused not from his race 

Till he stood before, his master’s door 
In the stately inarket-jdace. 

And straightway romul him gathered 
A pale and trembling crowd, 
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And when they knew him, cries of rage .535 
Brake forth;, and wailing loud: 

And woMen rent tlieir tresses 
Yov their great prince’s fall ; 

And old men girt on tlieir old swords, 

And went to man the wall. $40 


XXX 

But, like a graven image, 

Black Anstcr kcj>t Uis ]dace, 

And ever wistfully h<^ louked 
Into his master's fa.cc. 

Tln^ ravcn-imine that daily, 545 

tVith fiats and fond caresses. 

The young Ilerminia waslied and combed. 

And twined in evfjn tresses. 

And (hacked with colored ril)a,nds 

From her o\\ n gay at tire, 550 

Hung sadly o\*i- lun- fatli(‘r’s c()r])se 
In cai’iiag.* a, ml in mirta 
Fcu'th with a, shout s})ra,ng Titus, 

And seized black Austcr’s ndu. 

Then A ulus sware a fearful oath, 555 

And ran at hinn amain. 

i'nrics of tliy brother 
With ni(; and miiu*. abide, 

If one of your acciirs<*d house 

Uj>on bla(‘k Ansterridc!” 560 

As on an Al])ine watcjh-tower 

From heaven comes down the flame, 

Full on the neck of Titus 
The blade of Aulus came: 
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And OT^t tlie red blood spouted, 

In a wide arch and tall, 

As spouts a fountain in the court 
Of some rich Capuan’s hall. 

The knees of all the Latiries 
Were loosened with dismay, 

When dead, on dead Herminius, 

The bravest Tarquin lay. 

4 

XXXI 

And A ulus the Dictator 

Strokt'd A lister’s i-aveii mane, 

With heed lie looked unto tlie girths, 
With heed unto the rein, 

^^Now \)ear me well, black Auster, 
Into yon thi(*k array ; 

And thou and 1 will luive revenge 
For thy good lord this day.’^ 

xxxa 

So spake he; and was buckling 
Tight, er blac^k Auste-r’s band. 

When he was awaie of a priiuiely pail 
That rode at liis right hand. 

So like they were, no mortal 
Might one from other know: 

White as snow their armor was; 

Their steeds were white as snow. 
Kever on earthly anvil 

Did such rare armor gleam ; 

And never did snch gallant steeds 
Drink of an earthly stream. 
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And all who saw them trembled. 

And pale grew every cheek ; 

Aiid Aldus the Dictator . 595 

Scarce gatliered voice to speak. 

Say by what name men call you? 

What city is your iiome ? 

And wherefore ride ye in such guise 

Before trie ranks of Koine ? 600 

XXXIV 

** By many nanu^s men call us ; 

In many lands we dwell : 

Well Saniothracia® knows us; 

Gyrene® knows us well. 

Our house in gay Tarentum° 

Is hung each morn with dowers; 

High o’er the masts of Syracuse 
Our marble jiortal towers; 

But by the. jiroiul Eurotas 
Is our dear native home; 

And for the right we come to fight 
Before the ranks of Kome.’^ 


XXXV 

So an s veered those strange horsemen. 

And each coindied low his spear ; 

And forthwith all the ranks of Rome 615 
Were bold, and of good cheer ; 

And on the thirty armies 
Came wonder and affright. 


605 
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And Ardea wavered on the left, 

And Cora on the right. 620 

Kome to the charge ! ’’ cried Aldus ; 

“ The foe begins to yield ! 

Charge for the hearth of Vesta®! 

Charge for the Golden Bhield® ! 

Let no man stop to jd under, 525 

Ihit slay, and slay, and slay; 

Th(i gods wlio live for ever 
Are on our side to-day.^’ 


XXXVI 

Then the fierce trumpet-flourish 

From earth to heaven arose ; 630 

The kii.(;s know w(dl the long stern swell 
That bids tlie Komans close. 

Then the good sword of Aulns 
Was lift(*d ii]) to slay ; 

Then, lik(^ a crag down A])ennine, 635 

Ivushed Auster through the fray. 

But under those strange horsemen 
Still thicker lay the slain ; 

And after those strange horses 

Black Auster toiled in vain. 640 

Behind them Koine's long battle 
Came rolling on the foe, 

Ensigns dancing wild above, 

Blades all in line below. 

80 comes the I’o in flood-time 645 

Upon t he. (Vltic plain : 

80 comes tlie scpiall, blacker than night, 

Upon the Adrian main. 
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Kow by OUT sire Quirinus, 

It was a goodly sight 650 

To see the thirty standards 

down the tide of bight* 

So hies the spmy of Adria 

When tlie black s<inall doth blow, 

Sb corii-she,aves in tlie flood-time 65s 

Si>in down the whirling Po. 

False Sextus to the moinitains 
T\irned first his horse^s head ; 

And fast flt*d Ferentiniiin, 

And fast Ijaiiuviniii® lied. 660 

The hovseiiKiu of Nonnnituin® 

Spurred hard out of tlie fray; 

Tiie fciotmen of Veliti-ce 

Til re w shield aiid spear away. 

And underfoot was tram]>led, 665 

Amidst tlie mud and gore, 

The banner of proud TuseAilinn, 
d’liat never stooped before : 

And down went Flavius Faustiis, 

AVho led liis stately ranks 670 

From where the apple blossoms wave 
On Aiiio's ecdioing banks, 

And Tullns of Ar])iiiiiin®, 

Ohief of the Volseian aids, 

And Metius with tlie long fair curls. 675 

The love of Anxur’s® xriaids, 

And the white head of Vulso, 

The great Arician seer, 

And Nepos of Lauren tiiin, 

The hunter of the deer; 

And in the ba<ik false Bextus 
Felt the good Eoman steel,*^ 


680 
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And wriggling in the dust he died, 
Like a worm beneath the wheel : 
And fliers and pursuers 
Were mingled in a massj 
And far away the battle 

Went roaring through the pass. 


^ XXXVII 

Serapronins Atratinus 
Sat in the Eastern Gate, 

Beside him were three Fathers, 
Each in his chair of state ; 
Fabiiis, whose nine stout grandsons 
That day were in the field, 

And Manlius, eldest of the Twelve® 
Who keep the (Golden Shield; 
And Sergius, the High Pontiff, 

For wisdom far renowned ; 

In all Etruria’s colleges® 

Was no such IVintiff found. 

And all around the portal, 

And high above the wall, 

Stood a great throng of people. 

But sad and silent all; 

Young hids, and stooping elders 
That miglit not bear the mail, 
Matrons with lips that quivered. 
And maids with faces pale. 

Since the first gleam of daylight, 
Sempronius had not ceased 
To listen for tlie rushing 
Of horse-hoofs from the east. 
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The mist of eve was rising, 

Tlie sun was hastening down, 

When he was aware of a princely pair 715 

Fast pricking towards the town. 

So hke they were, man never 
Saw twins so like before ; 

Ked with go] «^ their armor was. 

Their steeds were red with gore. Tac 

XXXV^ITI 

" Hail to the great Asylum® ! 

Hail to the hill-tops seven ! 

Hail to the lire that burns for aye, 

And the shield that fell from heaven! 

This day, by Lake Kegillus, 735 

Under the Forcian height, 

All in the lands ( t Tusculum 
Was 1 ought a glorious fight. 

To-morrow your Dictator 73a 

Shall bring in triumph home 
The spoils of thirty cities 

To deck the shrines of Homel*^ 

XXXIX 

Then burst from that great concourse 
A shout that shook tlie, towers, 

And some ran north, and some ran south, 735 
Crying, ‘‘The day is ours I 
But on rode these strange horsemen, 

With slow and lordly pace; 

And none who saw their bearing 

Durst ask their name or race. 740 
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On rode they to the Forum, 

While laurel-boughs and flowers, 
From house-tops and from windows, 
Fell on their crests in showers. 
When they drew nigh to Vesta, 

They vaulted down amain, 

And washed their horses in the well 
That s]>rings by Vesta’s fane. 

And straiglit again they mounted. 
And rode to Vesta\s door; 

Then, like a ])last, away they passed. 
And no man saw them more. 


And all the p(‘,o])lo trembled, 

And pale grew every elieek; 

And Seugiiis the High Pontiif 
Alone found voice to speak : 

Tlie gods who live tor ever 
Have fought tor ivome to-day ! 
These be the (Ireat Twin Ib-ethren 
To wliom th(i Dorians ]>ray. 

I^acdc comes t.he Chief in tri\an])]i, 
Who, in ilu^. liour ot fight, 

Hath seen the (D’eat Twin Brethren 
In harness on his right. 

Safe comes the ship to haven, 

Through billows and through gales. 
If once the (Jreat Twin Brethren 
Sit vshini ng on the sails. 

W^herefore they washed their horses 
In Vesta’s holy well, 
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Wherefore they rode to Vestah; door, 

T know, but may not tell. 

Here, hard by Vesta’s Temple, 

Build we a stately dome 
Unto the Grc^at Twin Brethren 775 

AVho fought so well for Koine. 

And when the months returning 
Bring back tJiis day (d fight, 

Tlie proud Ides of Quintilis, 

Marked evermore with white, 780 

Unto the (hT.at Twin Brethren 
Let all the peojile throng, 

W ith chaplets and with offerings, 

With music, and with song; 

And let the doors and windows 785 

Be hung witli garlands all, 

And let the Knights be summoned 
d'o Mars without tlie wall: 

Thence let them ride in pur}>le 

With joyous trum j)et-souml, 790 

Kacli mounted on his war-horse, 

And each with olive crowned; 

And pass in solemn order 
Before the sa(*r<al dome, 

Where riwell the Great Twin Brethren 795 

Who fought so well for Koiue I 
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^EACtMENTS OF A LAY 81TNG IN THE FOlilTM ON THE DAY WHEREON 
LUCIUS BEXTIUS SEXTINUS LVTERANUS AND CAIITS LICINllTS 

, CALVU8 BTOLOAVERE ELECTED TEIIUJNESOF THE COMMONS THE 
FIFTH TIME, IN THE YEAH OF THE i)lTY CT'CLXXXII 

Ye good nien of the CominoTivS, with loving hearts and true, 

Who stand by the bold Tribunes that still have stood by 
you, 

Come, make a circle round me, and mark iny tale with 
care, 

A tale of what Rome once hath borne, of what Rome yet 
may bear. 

This is no (irecian fable, of fountains running wine®, 5 

Of maids with snaky tresses®, or sailoi's turned to swine®. 

Here, in this very thuTim, under th(‘, noonday sun. 

In sight of all the peo})le, tlie. bloody deed was doirfe. 

Old men still creep among ns who saw that fearful day, 

‘Just seventy years and seven ago, when the wicked Ten® 
bare sway. ' 10 

Of all the wicked Ten still the names are held accursed, 

And of all the wicked Ten Appius Claudius was the 
worst. 

He stalked along the Forum like King Tarquin in his 
pride : 

Twelve axes waited on him, six marching on a side; 

The townsmen shrank to right and left, and eyed askance 
with fear , 15 
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His lowering brow, liis curling moutb which always 
seemed to sneer : 

That brow of hate, that mouth of Scorn, marks all the 
kindred still ; 

For never was there Claudius yet but wished the 
Commons ill ; 

Nor lacks he lit attendance; for, close behind his 
heels, . 

With outstretched cliiii and crouching pace, the client® 
Marcus steals, 20 

His loins girt up to run with speed, be the errand 
what it may, 

And the sjnile flickering on his cheek, for aught his 
lord may say. 

Such varlets pimp and jest for hire among the lying 
Greeks : 

Such varhits still are i)aid to hoot when brave Licinius® 
speaks. 

Where’er ye shed the honey, the buzzing flies will 
crowd ; * 25 

Where’er ye fling the carrion, the raven’s croak is 
loud ; 

Where’er down Tiber garbage floats, the greedy pike 
ye see ; 

And wheresoe’er suck lord is found, such client still 
will be. 

Just then, as through one cloudless chink in a black 
stormy sky 

Shines out the dewy morning-star, a fair young girl 
came by. 30 

With her small tablets® in her hand, and her satchel 
on her arm, 

Home she went bounding from the school, nor dreamed 
of shame or harm ; 
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And past tliose dreaded axes she innocently ran, 

With bright, frank brow that had not learned to blush 
at gaze of man ; 

And up the Sacred Street® she turned, and, as she 
danced along, 35 

She warbled gayly to herself lines of the good old song, 
How for a sport the x>i^“hices came spurring from the 
camp, 

And found I^ierece®, combing the fleece, under the 
midnight lamj). 

The maiden saug as sings the lark, when up he darts 
his flight, 

From his nest in the green April corn, to meet the 
morning light ; 40 

And Appius heard her sweet young voice, and saw 
her sweet young face, 

And loved her with tlie accursed love of his accursed 
race, 

And all along the Forum, and u]) the Sacred Street, 

Jiis vulture eye pursued the trip of those small glancing 
feet. 

Over the Alban® inoiintaiiis the light of morning 
broke ; 45 

From all the roofs of the Seven Hills® curled the thin 
wreaths of smoke : 

The city-gates were opened; the Forum all alive, 

With buyers and witli selhu's, was Jmmming like a hive : 
lllithely on brass and timber the craftsman’s stroke 
was ringing, 

And blithely o’er lier panniers the market girl was 
singing, 50 

A.nd blithely young Virginia came smiling from her 
home : 
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Ah ! woe for young Virginia, the sweetest maid in 
E;Ome ! 

With her small tablets in her hand, and her satchel 
on her arm. 

Forth she A\ent bounding to the school, nor dreamed 
of shame or harm. 

She crossed the Fonim shining with stalls in alleys gay, 55 

And just had readied the very hereon 1 staiia 

this (lay, 

When up the varlet Marcus came; not such as when 
ere while 

He crouched behind his jiatron’s heels with the true 
client smile : 

He came with loweiiiig foi*ehead, swollen features 
and cdcnduMl list, 

And strcxle across Virginia’s path, and caught her by 
the wrist. 60 

Hard strove the frightened maiden, and S(‘.reume.d with 
look aghast ; 

And at her scream from right and left the folk came 
running fast. 

The money-changer (h'ispus, with his thin silver hairs, 

And Han no from the stately booth glittering with Punic 
wares, 

And tlie strong smith Murmua, gras])ing a half-forged 
brand, 65 

And Volero the flesher, his chmver in his liand. 

All came in wrath and wonder; for all knew that fair 
child ; 

And, as she passed them twice a day, all kissed their 
hands and smiled ; 

And the strong smith Miiraena gave Marcus such a blow, 

The (Jaitilf reeled three paces back, and let the maiden 

go- n 
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Yet glared he fiercely round him, and growled in harsh, 
fell tone, 

" She ^s mine, and I will have her : I seek but for mine 
own: 

She is my slave, born in my house, and stolen away and 
sold, 

The year of the sore sickness, ere she w^as twelve hours 
old. 

^Twas in the sad September, the month of wail and 
fright, 75 

augurs were borne forth that morn ; the Consul died 
ere night. 

I wait on Appius Claudius, I waited on his sire ; 

Let him who works the client wrong beware the patron’s 
ire ! ” 

So spake the varlet Marcus; and dread and silence 
came 

On all the people at the sound of the great Claudian 
name. 8o 

For then there was no Tribune to speak the word of 
might, 

Which makes the rich man tremble, and guards the poor 
man’s right. 

There was no brave Lieinius®, no honest 8exiius° then; 

But all the city, in great fear, obeyed the wicked Ten. 

Yet ere the varlet Marcus again miglit seize the maid, 85 

Who clung tight to Munena’s skirt, and sobbed and 
shrieked for aid, 

Forth through the throng of gazers the young Icilius® 
pressed, 

And stamped his foot, and rent his gown, and smote upon 
his breast, 

And sprang upon that column, by many a minstrel sung, 
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Whereon three mouldering helmets, three rusting swords, 
are hung, 90 

And beckoned to the people, and in bold voice and clear 

Poured thick and fast Ihe burning words which tyrants 
quake to hear. 

^^Kow, by yonr children’s cradles, now by your fathers’ 
graves, 

Be men to-day, Quirites®, or be for ever slaves! 

Por this did Servius® give us laws ? For tliis did Lucrece 
bleed ^ ^5 

For this was ihe great vengeance wrought on Tarqnin’s 
evil seed ? 

For this did those false sons make red the axes of their 
sire® ■/ 

For this did Hcjcvola’s® right hand hiss in the Tuscan . 
fire ? 

Shall the vile fox-earth awe the race that stormed the 
lion’s den? 

Shall we, who could not brook one lord, crouch to the 
wicked Ten ? 100 

Oh, for that ancient spirit which curbed the Senate’s 
will ! 

Oh, for the tents which in old time whitened the Sacred 
Hill®! 

In those brave days our fathers stood fiiinly side by side; 

They faced the Slarciaii° fury; they tinned the JB^ibian 
pride : 

They drove the fiercest Quinctius® an outcast forth from 
Koine ; 105 

They sent the haughtiest Claudius® with shiverc^d fasces 
home. 

But what their care bequeathed us our madness flung 
away: 
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All the ripe fruit of threescore years was blighted in a 
day. 

Exult, ye proud Patricians! The hard-fought fight is 
o^er. 

We strove for honors — ^twas in vain; for freedom — ’tis 
no more. no 

Ko crier to the polling summons the eager throng; 

^o tribune breathes the word of might tliat guards the 
weak from^wrong. 

Our very hearts, that were so high, sink down beneath 
your 'Will. 

Biches, and L'ukIs, and power, and state — ye have them: 
— keep tliein still. 

Still keep the holy fillets®; still keep the purple gown, 115 
The axes, and the eurule chair, the ear, and laurel crown: 
Still press us for your cohorts, and, when the fight is 
done, 

Still fill your garners from the soil which our good swords 
have won. 

Still, like a spreading ulcer, which leech-craft may not 
cure, 

Let your foul usance® eat awjiy the substance of the poor. 
Still let your haggard debtors bear all their fathers bore; 
Still let your (huis of torment be noisome as of yore; 12a 
No fire when Tiber freezes; no air in dog-star lieat; 

And store of rods for free-born backs, and liohis for free- 
born feet. 

Heap heavier still the fetters; bar closer still the grate; 
Patient as sheep we yield us up unto your cruel hate. 12^ 
But, by the Shades beneath us, and by tlie gods above, 
Add not unto your cruel hate your yet more cruel love ! 
Have ye not gracuvful ladies, whose spotless lineage springs 
From Consuls, and High Pontiffs, and ancient Alban 
kings ? 130 
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Ladies, who deign not on our paths tc set their tendei 
feet, 

Who from tlieir cars look do\Mi with scorn upon the 
w'oiuleriiig stieet. 

Who ill (^oHntliian mirrors'' their own ])rou(l smiles behold, 
And breathe of Capoan'' c*dors, and sliine with Spanish 
gold ? 

Then leavi. thc', ])0()r Plebeian his single lie to life — 135 

The sweet, sweet love of daughter, of sisb j’, and of 
wife. 

The gentle s])eec]i, the balm fur all that his vexed soul 
endures, 

The kiss, in which he half forgets even such a yoke as 
yours. 

Still let the maiden’s beaut\^ swell tlie father’s breast 
with pride; 

Still let the bridegroom’s arms infold an unpolluted 
bride. 140 

S])are us the inexpiable wrong, the unutterable shame, 
That turns the cowai-rl’s lieart to steel, the sluggard’s 
blood to dame, 

Lest, when our latest hope is fled, ye taste of our des])air, 
And learn by proof, in some wild hour, how much the 
wretched dare.” 

Straightway Virginius led the maid a little space 
aside, 145 

To where tlie reeking shambles stood, piled up with horn 
and hide. 

Close to jon low dark archway, wliere, in a crimson flood, 
Leaps down to the great sewer® the gurgling stream of 
blood. 

Hard by, a flesher on a block had laid his whittle down; 
Virginius caught the whittle up, and hid it in his gown. 15a 
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And then his eyes grew very dim, and his throat began to 
swell, 

And in a hoarse, changed voice he spake, Farewell, 
sweet child ! Farewell ! 

Oh I how I loved my darling I Though stern I some- 
times be, 

To thee, thou know’st, I was not so. Who could be so 
to thee ? 

And how my darling loved me ! How glad she was to 
hear 155 

My footstep on the threshold when I came back last 
year I 

And how, she danced with pleasure to see my civic crown. 
And took my sword, and hung it up, and brought me 
forth iiiy gown ! 

Now, all those things are over — yes, all thy pretty ways, 
Thy needlework, thy prattle, thy snatches of old lays ; 160 
And none will grieve when I go forth, or smile when I 
return, 

Or watch beside the old man’s bed, or weep upon his urn. 
The house that was the hapi)iest within the lioman walls, 
The house that envied not the wealth of Capua’s marble 
halls. 

Now, for the brightness of thy smile, must have eternal 
gloom, 165 

And for the music of thy voice, the silence of the tomb. 
The time is come. 8ee how he points his eager hand 
this way ! 

See how his eyes gloat on thy grief, like a kite’s upon 
the prey ! 

With all his wit, he little deems, that, spurned, betrayed, 
bereft, 

Thy father hath in his despair one fearful refuge 
leit. 170 
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He little deems that in this hand I clutch what still caa 
save 

Thy gentle youth from taunts and blows, the portion of 
the slave; 

Yea, and from nameless evil, that passeth taunt and 
blow — 

Youl outrage which thou knowest not, which thou shalt 
never know. 

, Then clasp me round the neck once more, and give me 
one more kiss ; 175 

And now, mine own dear little girl, there is no way but 
this.'' 

With that he lifted high the steel, and smote her in the side, 

And in h(ir blood she sank to earth, and with one sob 
she died. 

Then, for a little moment, all people held their breath; 

And through the crowded Forum was stillness as of 
death ; 180 

And in another moment brake forth from one and all 

A cry as if the Volscians® were coming o'er the wall. 

Some with averted faces shrieking fled home amain; 

Some ran to call a leech ; and some ran to lift the slain; 

Some felt her lips and little wrist, if life might there be 
found; 185 

And some tore up their garments fast, and strove to stanch 
the wound. 

In vain they ran, and felt, and stanched ; for never truer 
blow 

That good right arm had dealt in fight against a Volscian 
foe. 

When Appius Claudius saw that deed, he shuddered 
and sank down, 
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And Md his face some little space with the corner of Ms 

gown, 190 

Till, with white lips and bloodshot eyes, Virginius tottered 
nigh, 

And stood before the judgment-seat, and held the knife 
on high. 

^^Oh ! dwellers in the nether gloom, avengers of the slain, 
By this dear blood 1 cry to you, do right between us 
twain ; 

And even as Appius Claudius hath dealt by me and 
mine, 195 

Deal you by Ap])iiis Claudius and all the Olaudian line ! 
So spake the slayer of his child, and turned, and went his 
way; 

But first he cast one haggard glance to where the body 
lay, 

And writhed, and groaned a fearful groan, and then, with 
steadfast feet. 

Strode right across the market-place nrito the Sacred 
Street. 200 

Then up sprang Appius Claudius ; Stop him ; alive or 
dead ! 

Ten thousand pounds of co})per to the man who brings 
his hcad.'^ 

He looked upon liis clients ; but none would work Ids will. 
He looked 112)011 his lictors; but they trembled, and stood 
still. 

And as Virginius through tlio jiress his way in silence 
cleft, 20 

Ever the mighty multitude fell back to right and left. 
And he hath passed in safety unto his woeful home, 

And there ta’en horse to tell the camp what deeds are 
done in Borne. 
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By this the flood of people was swollen from every side, 
And streets and porclies round were filled with that 
o’erfiowinj? tide ; 210 

And close around the bovly gathered a little train 
Of them that were the nearest and dearest to the slain. 
They brought a bier, and hung it with many a cypress 
crown, 

And gently they n])lift,ed lier, and gently laid her down. 
The face of A})i)iiis Claudius wore theClaudian scowl and 
sneer, 215 

And in the Claud ian note lui cried, ‘‘What dotli this rab- 
ble here V 

Have they no cratts to mind at hoimy that hitherward 
they s1 rny ? 

Ho ! li('toi*s, (dear tlw; market-])lace, and fcdadi the corpse 
away ! ” 

The voice of gri('f and fuiy till tlum had m>t be^oj loud; 
But a dee]), sulhm murmur wamlei’ed among tlje m-owd, 220 
Like tlie moaning noise that goes before the whirlwind 
on tlui (h*fy), 

Or the growl of a fierce watedi-dog hut lialf-aronsed from 
sleep. 

But wlieri the lic.tors at that woj-d, tall yeomen all and 
strong, 

Each witli Ins axe and sheaf of twigs, went down into 
the fhrong, 

Those old men say, who saw that day of sorrow and of 
sin, 225 

That in the Homan Forum was never such a din. 

The wailing, liootiiig, cursing, the howls of grief and hate, 
Were heard beyond the lhnci(ui° Hill, bevond the Latin 
Gate°. 

But close around the body, where stood the little train 
Of them that were the nearest and dearest to the slain, 23a 
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No cries were there, but teeth set fast, low whispers and 
black frowns, 

And breaking u]) of benches, and girding up of gowns. 

^Twas well the lictors might not pierce to where the 
maiden lay, 

Else surely had they been all twelve torn limb from limb 
that day. 

Eight glad they w'ere to struggle back, blood streaming 
from their Jicads, 235 

With axes all in splinters, and raiment all in shreds. 

Then Appius Claudius gnawed his lip, and the blood left 
his cheek, 

And thrice he beckoned with his hand, and thrice he 
strove to S])eak; 

And thrice the tossing Forum set up a frightful yell ; 

“ See, see, thou dog ! what thou hast done ; and hide thy 
shame in hell ! 240 

Thou that wouldst make our maidens slaves must first 
make slaves of men. 

Tribunes ! Hurrah for Tribunes ! Down with the wicked 
Ten ! 

And straightway, thick as hailstones, came whizzing 
through the air, 

Pebl)les, and bricks, and potsherds, all round the curule 
chair : 

And upon Appins Claudius great fear and trembling 
came, 245 

For never was a Claudius yet brave against aught but 
shame. 

Though the great houses love us not, 'vve own, to do them 
right, 

That the great houses, all save one, have borne them well 
in tight. 

Still Caius of Corioli% his triumphs and his wrongs, 
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His vengfanoe and his mercy, live in our camp-fire 
songs. ^ 250 

Beneath the yoke of Fiirius oft have Ganl and Tuscan 
bowed ; 

And Koine may bear the pride of him of whom herself is 
pr(aid. 

But evermore a (hjiudius shrinks from a stricken fields 
And chaii'.,^es color like a maid at sight of sword and 
shield. 

The Clandian triumphs all were won within the city 
towers ; 255 

The (llaudian yoho was never pressed on any necks but 
ours. 

A Ch-'issas, like a wild-cat, springs ever at tlie face; 

A Fabins ruslies like a boar against the sliouting chase; 
But vhe vile Chuidiaii litter, raging with ('iirrish sjhte, 
Still yelps ami snaps at those wlio run, still runs from 
those wlio smite. 260 

So now h-was se^m of Appiiis, When stones began to fly, 
He shook, and croucdied, and wrung his liaiids, and smote 
upon his thigli. 

^O^iijcl clients, honest ludors, stand by me in this fray! 
Must 1 he torn in pieces? Home, home, the nearest 
way ! 

While yet he spake, and looked around with a bewildered 
stare, 265 

Four sturdy lictors put their necks beneath the ciirule 
chair ; 

And fourscore clients on the left, and fourscore on the 
right, 

Arrayed themselves with swords and staves, and loins 
girt up for fight. 

But, though wdthout or staff or sword, so furious was 
the throng. 
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That scarce the train with might and main could bring 
their lord along. 270 

Twelve times the crowd made at him ; five times they 
. seized his gown ; 

Small chance was his to rise again, if once they got him 
down : 

And sharper came the pelting; and evermore the 

yell — 

Tribunes ! wo <will have Tribunes ! ” — rose with a 
louder swell : 

And the chair tossed as tosses a bark with tattered 
sail 275 

When raves the Adriatic beneath an eastern gale, 

When the (Calabrian‘S sea-marks are lost in clouds of 
sjnnne, 

And the great Tliunder“Ca})e° has donned his veil of inky 
gloom. 

One stone hit Ajipius in the mouth, and one beneath the 
ear; 

And ere lie reached Mount Ikilatine®, he swoojkmI with 
pain and fear. 280 

His cursed head, that he was wont to hold so liigh with 
pride, 

Now, like a drunkim maids, hung down, and swaiyed 
from siile to side; 

And when hi.s stout retainers had brought him to his 
door, 

His face and neck were all one cake of filth and clotted 
gore. 

As Ap])ius Claudius was that day, so may his grandson 
be ! 285 

God send Home one such other sight, and send me there 
to see I 
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k LAY SUNG AT Tllli UANQUKT IN THE OAPITO]., ON THE DAY 
WHEREON MANJUS OlTUIErt DENTATUS, A SEOONl) TIME 
OONSHL. TUIUMPHEl) OVER KING PYURHES ANl> THE TAli- 
ENTINE8, IN 'iTIE VEAri OE THE PITY CCCCLXXIX 


I 

Now slain is King Ainnlius® 

Of the great Sylvian line, 

W1)0 reigned in Alba T.onga, 

On llui throne oT /Vventine*^. 

Slain is the Pontiff Oaniers, 5 

Who spake tlie words of doom: 

^‘Tlie (diildren to the Tiber, 

The mother to the tomb/^ 


II 

In Alba’s lake no fisher 

His net to-day is Hinging : 10 

On tlie dark rind of Alba’s oaks 
To-iLay no axe is ringing; 

The yoke hangs o’er tlie manger, 

The scythe lies in the hay : 

Through all the Alban villages 
No work is done to-day. 

69 
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III 

And every Alban burgher 

Hath donned his whitest gown ; 

And every head in Alba 
Weareth a poplar crown ; 

And every Alban door-post 

With boughs and flowers is gay; 

For to-day the dead are living, 

The lost are found to-day. 

IV 

They were doomed by a bloody king, 

. They were doomed by a lying priest, 

They were cast on the raging flood, 

They were tracked by the raging beast 

Baging beast and raging flood 
Alike have spared the ]:)rey ; 

And to-day the dead are living, 

The lost are found to-day. 


The troubled river knew them, 

And smoothed Ins yellow foam, 

And gently rocked the cradle 
That Ixjre the fate of Jvome. 

The ravening she-wadf kncAV them, 
And licked them o’er and o'er, 

And gave them of her own fierce milk, 
Bich with raw flesh and gore. 
Twenty winters, twenty springs, 

Since then have rolled away ; 
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And to-day the dead are living : 
The iottt are found to-day. 

VI 

Blithe it was to see the twins, 
Kight goodly youths and tall, 
Mardiing from Alba Longa 
To tliciir old grand sire’s hall. 
Along their path fresh garlands 
Are hung from tree to tree: 
Before them stride the pipers, 
Piping a note of glee. 


vir 

On the right goes Bomulus, 

With arms to the elbows red, 
And in Ins hand a broadsword, 
And on the blade a head — 

A head in an iron helmet, 

With horse-hair hanging down, 
A shaggy head, a swarthy head, 
Fixed in a ghastly frown — 
The head of King Amulius 
Of the great Sylvian line, 

Who reigned in Alba Longa, 

On the throne of Aventina 


VIII 

On the left side goes Bemus, 
With wrists and fingers red, 
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And in liis hand a boar-spear, 
And on the point a head — 

A wrinkled head and aged, 

With silver beard and liair. 
And holy fillets round it, 

Such as the pontiffs wear — 
The head of ancient Oainers, 

Who spake the words of doom: 
The children to the 'Jhh(n*, 

The niotfier to the toinb.’^ 


IX 

Two and two behind the twins 
Their trusty (joinrades go, 
Four-and-forty valiant men, 

With (dub, and axe, and bow. 

On (^ach side every hamlet 
Tours forth its joyous crowd. 

Shouting lads and baying d(\gs, 

And children laughing loud. 

And old men weeping fondly 
As Hhea’s® boys go by, 

And maids who sliriek to see the heads, 
Yet, shrieking, press more nigh. 


X 

So they marched along the lake ; 

The>^ marclu'd by fold and stall, 
By corn-field and by vineyard. 
Unto the old man^s hall. 
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In the hall-gate sat Capys% 

Capys, th»i sightless seer; 
j^roni head to foot he trembled 
JVs Komulns drew near. 

And np stood stiff his thin white hair, 

And his blind eves flashed Are: 

^‘Ilail ! foster child of the wondrous nurse 
Hail I son of the wondrous sire ! 


XII 

^^But thou — what dost thou here 
Tn th(‘ old mail’s })eaceful hall ? 
What doth the eagle in the coop, 

The bison in the stall ? 

Our corn Alls many a garner; 

( )iir vinos clasp many a tree ; 

Oui- flo('ks are white on many a hillj 
But these are not for thee. 


XIII 

^^For thee no treasure ripens 
In the Tartessiau niiiie'^; 

For thee no ship brings precious bales 
Across the Libyan'’ brine ; 

Thou shalt not drink from amber ; 

Thou shalt not rest on down ; 
Arabia shall not steep thy locks®, 

Nor Sidon tinge thy gown®. 
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XIV 

Leave gold and myrrh and jewels, 

Rich table and soft bed, 

To them who of man’s seed are bom, 

Whom woman’s milk has fed. lat 

Thou wast not made for lucre, 

For pleasure nor for rest ; 

Thou that^art sprung from the War-god’s loins, 
And hast tugged at the she-wolf’s breast 


XV 

** From sunrise unto sunset 135 

All earth shall hear thy fame: 

A glorious city thou shall biiild, 

And name it by thy name ; 

And there, uiKjuenched through ages, 

Like Vesta’s sacred fire, 150 

Shall live the s]>irit of thy nurse, 

The spirit of thy sire. 


XVI 

"The ox toils through the furrow, 

Obedient to the goad ; 

The patient ass, up flinty paths, 135 

I’lods w'ith his weary load ; 

With whine and boinul the spaniel 
His master’s whistle hears; 

And the sheep yields her patiently 

To the loud clashing shears. 140 
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XVII 

^^Bnt thj nurse will hear no master; 

Thy nurse will bi^ar no load ; 

And woe to them that sliear her, 

And woe to them that goad ! 

When all the pac^Jk, loud baying, 

He'* bloody lair surrounds, 

She dies in silence, biting hard, 
Amidst the dying hounds. 


XVIII 

Pomona® loves the orchard; 

And Idber® loves the vine ; 150 

And Pales° loves the straw-built shed 
Warm with the breath of kiiie; 

And Venus loves the whis|)ers 
Of plighted youth and maid, 

In April’s ivory moonlight 155 

Beneath the chestnut shade. 


XIX 

^ But thy father loves the clashing 
Of broadsword and of shield : 

He loves to drink the stream that reeks 

From the fresh battle-lield : 160 

He smiles a smile more dreadful 
Than liis own dreadful frown, 

When he sees the thick black cloud of smoke 
Go up from the conquered town. 
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XX 

*^And such as is the War-god, 

The author of thy line, 

And such as she who suckled thee, 

Even such be thou and thine. 

Leave to the soft Campanian 
His baths and his ])erluines; 

Leave to Uie sordid race of Tyre® 

Tlitdr dyeing-vats and looms; 

Leave to the sons of Carthage 
Idi e ]' n d ( 1 e r ai i d th e oar ; 

Leave to the (L'eek his marble Kyinphs 
And scrolls of wordy lore®. 


XXI 

"Thine, Tvoman, is th(^ ])iliim®: 

Koman, the sword is thine, 

The even trench, the bristling mound, 
The legion’s ord(n*e<l lijie ; 

And tliiin^- the wheels oi triumph, 
VVhicdi, with tlieir lanrel](‘d irain. 
Move slowly u}> tlie slKUiting sl retds 
To Jove’s eternal fane. 


XXII 

" Beneath thy yoke the Volscian® 
Shall vail his lofty brow : 

Soft Capua’s® curled revellers 
Before thy chairs shall bow: 
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The LiKuimoes of ArnuB® 

Shall (jiiake thy rods to aee; 

And tl'.e proud Sainnite’s® heart of steel 
Shall yield to oulj thee. 


XXTII 

^^The vdanl shall eoine aiscainst thee 
From the land of snow and night : 
Thou slialt give Jiis fair-haired armies 
To the ravfii and the kite. 


XXTV 

‘<The (h’eek shall come against thee, 
The eoiKpifi'ur ol‘ the Fast. 

Ih\side him sialks to ]'att](‘ 

Tlie huge (^'utli-sliaking beast® 

TLii boast on wlioin tlie castle 
With all its guards d(.>th stand, 

The l>east who liath between his eyes 
The serpent for a hand. 

First mareJi the bold E])irotes®, 

Wedged elose with shield and spear j 
And tlu^ I'anks of false Tarentum® 

Are glittering in the rear. 

XXV 

" The ranks of false Tarentnm 
Like hunted sheep shall fly : 

In vain the bold Fpii*ot(*,s 

Shall round their standards die s 
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And Apennine^s gray vultures 
Shall have a noble feast 
On the fat and the eyes 

Of the huge earth-shaking beast. 

XXVI 

“ Hurrah ! for the good weapons 
That keep the \\'ar-g(>(Vs land. 
Hurrah! for Rome’s stout 
In a stout Roman hand. 

Hurrah ! for Rome’s short broadsword, 
That til roll gli the thick array 
Of levelled s])ears and serried shields 
Hews deep its gory way. 


xxvri 

Hurrah! for the great triumph 
That stretches many a mile. 

Hurrah ! for the wan captives 
That pass in endless iile. 

Ho! bold Epirotes, Vv hither 

Hath the Red King"' ta’eii flight? 

Ho ! dogs of false. Tarentiim, 

Is not the gown washed white ? 

XX VI r I 

“ Hurrah ! for the great triumph 
That stretches many a mile. 

Hurrah ! for the rich dye of Tyre, 
And the hue web of Nile, 
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The helmets gay with plmnage 
Torn from the pheasant^s wings, 

The belts set thick with starry gems 

That shone on Indian kings, 349 

The urns of massy silver, 

The goblets rough with gold, 

The many-colored tablets bright 
With loves and wars of old, 

The stone that breathes and straggles, 245 

The brass that seems to speak ; — 

Such cunning they who dwell on high 
Have given unto the Greek. 

xxxx 

** Hurrah ! for Manius (lurius®, 

The bravest son of Rome, 250 

Thrice in utmost I'eed sent forth, 

Thrice drawn in triuni[)li home. 

Weave, weave, for Manius Gurius 
The third embroidered gown : 

Make ready the third lofty car, 255 

And twine the tliird green crown ; 

And yoke the steeds of Rosea® 

With necks like a bended bow, 

And deck the bull, Mevauia’s bull®, 

The bull as white as snow. 260 

XXX 

Blest and thrice blest the Roman 
Who sees Romeos brightest day, 

Who sees that long victorious pomp 
Wind down the Sacred Way®- 
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And through the bellowing Porum *65 

And round the Suppliant’s Grove®, 

Up to the everlasting gates 
Of Capitolian Jove. 


XXXI 

Then where, o’er two bright havens, 

The j^owers of Corinth frown ; 270 

Where the gigantic King of Day 
On his own Rhodes looks down® j 
Where soft Orontes® murmurs 
Reneath the laurel shades ; 

Wh(ire hide reflects the endless length 275 

(.)f dark-red colonnades j 
Where in th(^ still deep water, 

Slieltered fi-om waves and blasts, 

Brisih^s the dusky forest 

Of Byrsa’s® thousand masts ,* 280 

Where fur-clad hunters wander 
Amidst the. northern ice; 

Where through the sand of morning-land 
Tlie camel bears tln^ spice ; 

Where Atlas dings his shadow 283 

Far o’er the w(‘stern foam, 

Shall be great, fear on all who hear 
The mighty name of Rome.’^ 
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A BONG OF THE HUGUENOTS 

Now priory to tlie. Lovd /)£ Plosts, from whom all glories 
are ! 

And glory to onr Sovereign Liege, King Henry of 
Navavi'e ! 

Now let tin re be the merry sound of music and of dance, 

Through thy (‘.orn-helds green, and sunny vines, oh pleas- 
ant land of France ! 

And thou, Rochelle®, our own Rochelle, proud city of the 
waters, 5 

Again let rapture light the eyes of all thy mourning 
daughters. 

As thou wert (‘onstant in our ills, be joyous in our joy, 

For cold, and stiff, and still are they who wrought thy 
walls annoy. 

Hurrah 1 H urrali I a single field hath turned the chance 
of war, 

Hurrah 1 Hurrah I for Ivry, and Henry of Navarre. 10 

Oh I how our hearts were beating when, at the dawn of 
day, 

We saw the army of the Ijeague drawn out in long 
array ; 

With all its priest-led citizens, and all its rebel peers, 

And AppenzeFs® stout infantry, and EgmonFs Flemish 
spears®. 
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There rode the brood of false Lorraine®, the curses of oui 
land; 15 

And dark Mayenne was in the midst, a truncheon in his 
hand : 

And, as we looked on them, we thought of Seine’s em- 
purpled flood, 

And good Coligni’s® hoary hair all dabbled with his blood ; 
And we cried unto the living God, who rules the fate of 
* war, 

To fight for Ilis own holy nanie, and Henry of Na- 
varre. 20 

The King is come to marshal us, in all his armor drest, 
And he has bound a snow-white plume upon his gallant 
crest. 

He looked upon his peo]>le, and a tear was in his c.ye ; 

Tie looked upon the traitors, and his glance was stern and 
high. 

Eight graciously he smiled on us, as rolled from wing to 
wing, 25 

Down all our line, a deafening shout, “God save our 
Lord tlie King ! ” 

“An if my standard-bearer fall, as fall full well he 
may. 

For never saw I promise yet of such a bloody fray, 

Fress where ye see my white plume shine, amidst the 
ranks of war, 

And be your oriflamme® to-day the helmet of I^avai’re.” 30 

Hurrah I the foes are moving. Hark to the mingled din 
Of fife, and stct'd, and trump, and drum, and roaring 
culverin. 

The fiery Duke® is pricking fast across Saint Andre’s 
plain, 
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With all the hireling chivalry of Guelders® and Almayne®. 

Now by the lips of those ye love, fiur gentlemen of 
France, 31J 

Charge for the golden lilies, — upon them with the 
lance ! 

A thousand spurs are striking deep, a thousand spears ip 
rest, 

A thousand knights are pressing close behind the snow- 
white crest ; 

And in they burst, and on they rushed, wdiile, like a 
guiding star. 

Amidst the thickest carnage blazed the helmet of 
Navai're, 40 

Now, God be praised, the day is o\u*s. Mayenne hath 
turned liia rein. 

D’Ainnale° hath cried for qiiarter. The Flemish count is 
slain. 

Their ranks are breaking like thin clonds before a Biscay 
gale ; 

The held is heaped with bleeding steeds, and flags, and 
cloven mail. 

And then we thought on vengeance, and, all along our 
van, 45 

‘‘ llemeinber Saint Bartholomew® I was passed from 
man to man. 

But out spake gentle Henry, <‘No Frenchman is niy 
foe ; • 

Down, down with every foreigner, but let your brethren 
go.” 

Oh I was there ever such a knight, in friendship or in 
war. 

As our Sovereign Lord, King Henry, the soldier of 
Navarre ? 50 
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Right well fought all the Frenchmen who fought foi 

France to-day ; 

And many a lordly banner God gave them for a prey. 

But we of the religion have borne ns best in fight; 

And the good Lord of Kosny° has ta’en the cornet white. 

Our own true Maximilian® the cornet white hath ta^en, 55 

The cornet white with black, the flag of false Lorraine. 

Up with it high; unfurl it wide; that all the host may 

• know ^ 

How God liath humbled the ju'oud house which wrought 
His churcli such woe. 

Then on the ground, while trumpets sound their loudest 
point of war, 

Fling the red shreds, a footcloth meet for Henry of 
Navarre. 60 

Hoi maidens of Vienna ; Ho! matrons of Lucerne; 

Weep, weep, and rend your hair for those wlio never shall 
return. 

Ho! Fhili]), send, for (*h;iritv, thy Mexican pistoles, 

That Antwer]) monks may sing a mass for thy poor spear- 
men’s souls. 

Ho! gallant nobles of the League, look that your arms 
be bright ; 65 

Ho I burghers of Saint Gemwieve, keep watch and ward 
to-night. 

For our God hath crashed the tyrant, our Go(J hath raised 
the slave, 

And moc'ked the counsel of the wise, and the valor of the 
brave. 

^ Then glory to His holy name, from whom all glories are ; 

"And glory to our Sovereign Lord, King Henry of Na- 
varre. 70 
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A FRAGMENT 

1832 

Attend, all ye who list to hoar our noble England's 
])raiso; 

I tell of the thrice famous deeds she wrought in ancient 
(lays, 

When that great fleet invincdble against her bore in 
vain 

The richest spoils of Mexico, the stoutest hearts of 
Spain. 

It was about the lovely close of a warm summer day, 5 

There came a gallant m(*rchant-sliip full sail to Plymouth 
Bay ; 

Her crew hath sc^^en Castile’s bla(*k fleet, beyond Aurigny’s 
isle°, 

At earliest twilight, on the waves lie heaving many a 
mile. 

At sunrise she escaped their van, by God’s especial 
grace ; 

And the tall Pinta, till the noon, had held her close in 
chase. lo 

Forthwith a guard at every gun was placed along the 
wall ; 

The beacon blazed upon the roof of Edgecumbe’s® lofty 
hall; 
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Many a light fishing-bark put out to pry along the 
ooast, 

4-nd with loose rein and bloody spur rode inland many a 
post. 

With his white hair unbonneted, tlie stout old slierilf 
comes; 15 

Behind him march the halberdiers ; before him sound tlie 
drums ; 

' His yeomen rouiui the market cross made (dear an ample 
space ; 

For there behooves him to set up the standard of Her 
Grace®. 

And haughtily the trumpets peal, and gayly dance the 
bells, 

As slow upon the laboring wind the royal blazon 
swells. 20 

Look how the Lion of the sea® lifts up his anc/ient crown, 

And underneath his deadly paw treads the gay lilies 
down. 

So stalked he when he turned to flight, on that famed 
I heard® field, 

Boliemia’s plume®, and Genoa’s bow®, and Ca?sar’s eagle 
shield®. 

So glared he when at Agiiicourt® in wrath he turned to 
bay, 25 

And crushed and tom beneath his claws the princely 
hunters lay. 

Hoi striiu^ the flagstaff deep, Sir Knight®; ho! scatter 
flowers, fair maids; 

Hoi gunners, fire a loud salute; ho! gallants, draw your 
blades ; 

Thou sun, shine on her joyously ; ye breezes, waft her 
wide; 

Our glorious sempeh eadem®, the banner of our pride. 30 
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The freshening breeze of eve unfurled that banner’s 
massy fold ; 

The parting gleam of sunshine kissed tliat haughty scroll 
of gold j 

Kight sank upon the dusky beach and on the purple sea, 

Such night in England ne’er had been, nor ne’er again 
shah be. 

From Eddy stone® to Berwick® bounds, from Lynn® to 
Milfo/d Ba.y®, 35 

That time of slumb<:^r was as bright and busy as the day; 

For swift to east and swift to west tlui gl lastly war-flarne 
spread, 

High on Saint Miehaers Mount® it shone: it shone on 
Beaehy Head®. 

Far on tlie deep the Spaniard saw, along each southern 
shire, 

Cape beyond ca])e, in endless range, those twinkling 
points of fire. 40 

The fisher left his skiff to rock on Tamar’s® glittering 
waves; 

The rugged miners poured to war from Mmul ip’s® sunless 
caves ; 

O’er Longleat’s® towers, o’er (h-anbourne’s® oaks, the fiery 
herald flew : 

He roused the shepherds of Stonehenge®, tlie rangers of 
Beaulieu®. 

Bight sharp and quick the bells all night rang out from 
Bristol town, 45 

And ere the day three hundred horse had met on (/lifton® 
down ; 

The sentinel on 'Whitehall® gate looked forth into the 
night, 

And saw o’erhaiiging Richmond Hill® the streak of blood* 
red light. 
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Then bugle’s note and cannon’s roar the deathlike silence 
broke, 49 

And with one start/ and with one cry, the royal city woke. 

At once on all her stately gates arose the answering fires ; 

At once the wild alarum clashed from all her reeling 
spires ; 

From all the batteries of the Tower pealed loud the voice 
of fear ; 

^ And all the thousand masts of Thames sent back a louder 
cheer : * 

And from the furthest wards was Inward the rush of hurry- 
ing feet, 55 

And the broad streams of pik(?s and flags rushed down 
ea(di roaring sti‘('ot; 

And broader still becaaue the blaze, and louder still the 
din, 

Asf ast from every village round tlui horse came spurring 
in : 

And eastward straight from wild Iflac^kheath® the warlike 
errand went, 

And roused in many an ancient hall ilu‘, gallant squires 
of Kent. 6o 

Southward from Surrey’s pleasant hills fl(nv those bright 
couriers forth ; 

High on bb‘ak Hampstead’s'’ swarthy moor tliey started 
for the nort h ; 

And on, and on, Avithout a pause, untirod they bounded 
still : 

All night from tower to tower they sprang; they sprang 
from hill to liill : 

Till the proud peak unfurled the flag o’er Darwin’s® rocky 
dales, 65 

Till, like volcanoes, flared to heaven the stormy hills of 
Wales, 
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Till twelve fair counties saw the blaze on Malvern’s® 
lonely height, 

Till streamed in crimson on the wind the Wrekin’s® crest 
of light, 

Till broad and fit^rce the star came forth on Ely's® stately 
fane. 

And towf'r and hamlet rose in arms o’er all the boundless 
plain ; 70 

Till Belvoir’s® lordl y ten\aces the sign to loncoln® sent, 

And Lincoln si)ed the inessage on o’er the wi(](i vale of 
Trent ; 

Till Skidd aw® saAv tlie fire that burned on (faunt’s'" em- 
battled ])ile, 

And the retl glare on Skiddaw roused the burghers of 
Carlisle®. 



THE BATTLE OF NASEBY 

BY OBADUH-BIND-TIIEIR-KINGS IN-CIIAIN8-AND-THEm-NOBLE8- 
WITP-LINK8-()F-IK0N, SERGEANT IN IRETON’S REGIMENT 

1824 

Oh! wherefore come ye forth, in triumph from the North, 
With your hands, and your feet, and your raiment all 
red ? 

And wherefore doth your rout send forth a joyous shout? 
And whence be the grapes of the wine-press which ye 
tread ? 

Oh evil was the root, and bitter was tlie fruit, 5 

And crimson was the jui(*.e of the vintage that we trod ; 

For we trampled on the throng of the haughty and the 
strong, 

Who sate in the higli places, and slew the saints of God 

It was about the noon of a glorious day of June, 

That we saw their banners dance, and their cuirasses lo 
shine. 

And the Man of Blood® was there, with his long essenced 
hair. 

And Astiey®, and Sir Marmadiike®, and Ilupert® of the 
Rhine. 

Like a servant of tlie Lord, with his Bible and his sword 
The General® rode along us to form us to the light, 

90 



THE BATTLE OF FASEBY 


91 


When a munnuring sound broke out, and s well’d into a 
shout, 15 

Among the godless liorsemen upon the tyrant’s right. 

And hark ! like the roar of the billows on the shore, 

The (3ry of battle rises along their charging line ! 

For God! for tlie Cause ! for the Church! for the Laws! 

For diaries King of England and Jaipert of the 
lihiiie ! 20 

The furious German comes, with his clarions and his 
drums, 

liis bravoes of Alsatia°, and pages of AVhitehalF; 

They are bursting on our flanks. Grasp your pikes, close 
your ranks; 

For -Rupert never comes but to conquer or to fall. 


They are here! They rush on! We are broken! We 
are gone! 25 

Our Itd't is bonu‘. before them like stubble on the blast. 

O Lord, ])ut fortli thy might ! O .Lord, defend the 
right ! 

Stand back to back, in God’s name, and fight it to the 
last. 

Stout Skippon® hath a wound ; the centre hath given . 
ground : 

Hark! hark! — What means the trampling of horse- 
men on our rear ? 30 

Whose banner do 1 see, boys ? ’Tis he, thank God, ’tis 
he, boys, 

Bear up another minute ; brave Oliver is here. 
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Their heads all stooping low, their points all in a row, 

Like a whirlwind on the trees, like a deluge on the 
dykes, 

Our cuirassiers have burst on the ranks of the Accurst, 35 

And at a shock have scattered the forest of his 
pikes. 

Fast, fast, the gallants ride, in some safe nook to hide 

Their coward heads, predestined to rot on Temple 
Bar ; 

And he — he turns, he flies : — shame on those cruel 
eyes 

That bore to look on torture, and dare not look on 
war. 40 

Ho I comrades, scour the plain ; and, ere ye strip the 
slain, 

First give another stab to make your search secure, 

Then shake from sleeves and pockets their broad-pieces 
and lockets, 

The tokens of the wanton, the plunder of the poor. 

Fools! your doublets shone with gold, and your hearts 
were gay and bold, 45 

When you kissed your lily hands to your leraans to- 
day ; 

And to-morrow shall the fox, from her chambers in the 
rocks. 

Lead forth her tawny cubs to howl above the prey. 

Where be your tongues that late mocked at heaven and 
hell and fate, 

And the fingers that once were so busy with your 
blades, 50 
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Your perfum’d satin clothes, your matches and your 
oaths, 

' Your stage-plays and your sonnets, joxiv diamonds® and 
your spades® ? 

Down, down, forever down with the mitre and the 
crown, 

With the Belial® of the Court and the Mammon® of 
the I'opc ; 

There is woe in Oxford halls®; there is wail in iMrham’s 
Stalls® : 55 

The Jesuit smites his bosom; the Bishop rends his 
cope. 

And She of the seven hills® shall mourn her children’s 
ills, 

And tremble when she thinks on the edge of England’s 
sword ; 

And the Kings of earth in fear shall shudder when they 
hear 

What tlie hand of God hath wrought for the Houses 
and the Word. 6 o 



MISCELLANEOUS POEMS 

EPITAPH ON HENRY MARTYN® 

1812 

Hebe Martyn® lies. In Manhood’s early bloom 
The Christian Hero finds a Pagan tomb. 

Religion, sorrowing o’er her favorite son, 

Points to the glorious trophies that he won. 

Eternal trophies ! not with carnage red, 5 

Not stained with tears by hapless captives shed, 

But trophies of the Cross ! for that dear name, 
Through every form of danger, death, and shame, 
Onward he journeyed to a happier shore. 

Where danger, death, and shame assault no more, jo 


LINES TO THE MEMORY OF PITT® 

1813 

Oh Britain I dear Isle, when the annals of story 
Shall tell of the deeds that thy children have done. 
When the strains of each poet shall sing of their glory, 
And the triumphs their skill and their valor have won j 

0A 
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Wlien the olive and palm in thy chaplel are blended, 5 
When thy arts, and thy fame, and thy commerce 
increase, ' 

When thy arms through the uttermost coasts are ex- 
tended, 

And thy war is triumphant, and happy thy peace ; 

When the ocean, whose waves like a rampart flow round 
thee, 

Conveying thy mandates to every shore, lo 

And the empire of nature no longer can bound thee, 

And the world be the scene of thy coiupiests no more : 

Remember the man who in sorrow and danger. 

When thy glory was set, and thy spirit was low, 
Whentthy hopes were o’erturned by the arms of the 
stranger, 15 

And thy banners displayed in the halls of the foe, 

Stood forth in the tempest of doubt and disaster, 
Unaided, and single, the danger to brave, 

Asserted thy claims, and the rights of his master, 

Preserved thee to conquer, and saved thee to save, aa 


A RADICAL WAR SONG® 

1820 

Awake, arise, the hour is come, 

For rows and revolutions ; 

There’s no receipt like pike and drum 
For crazy constitutions. 
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Close, elose the shop ! Break, break the loom, 
Desert your hearths and furrows, 

And throng in arms to seal the doom 
Of England's rotten boroughs®. 


We'll stretch that tort'ring Castlereagh*’ 
On his own Dublin rack, sir ; 

We'll drow« the King in Eau de vie, 
The Laureate in his sack®, sir. 

Old Eldon® and his sordid Iiag 
In molten gold we'll smother, 

And stihe in liis own green bag, 

The Doctor and his brother. 


In chains we'll hang in fair Guildhall® 

The (hty's famed Recorder, 

And next on proud Saint Stephen’s® fall, 
Though AVynne® should squeak to order. 
In vain our tyrants then shall tiy 
To 'scape our martial law, sir ; 

In vain the trembling Speaker cry 
That “ Strangers must withdraw," sir. 


Copley® to hang offends no text; 

A rat is not a man, sir : 

With schedules, and with tax bills next 
We'll bury pious Van®, sir. 

The slaves who loved the Income Tax®, 
We'll crush by scores, like mites, sir. 

And him, the wretch who freed the blacks®, 
And more enslaved the whites, sir. 
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{)eer shall dangle from his gate, 
The bishop from his steeple, 

Till all recanting, own, the State 
Means nothing but the Peoi:)le. 
We’ll iix the church’s revenues 
On Apostolic basis, 

Oru^ coat, one scrip, one pair of shoes®" 
Shall pay their strange grimaces. 


We’ll strap the bar’s deluding train 
In their own darling halter, 

And with his big cl lurch Bible brain 
The parson at the altar. 

Hail glorious hour, when fair Keform 
Shall bless our longing nation, 

And Hunt® receive commands to form 
A new administration. 


Carlisle® shall sit enthroned, where sat 
Our Oraiimer® and our Seeker®; 

And Watson® show his snow-white hat 
In England’s rich Exchequer. 

The breast of Thistlewood® shall wear 
Our Wellesley’s® star and sash, man : 
And many a mausoleum fair 
Shall rise to honest Cashman®, 


Then, then beneath the nine-tailed cat 
Shall they who used it writhe, sir 5 
And curates lean, and rectors fat. 
Shall dig the ground they tithe, sir. 
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Down with your Bayleys®, a,n(i your Best«®, 
Your Gfiffords®, and your Gurneys®: 

We’ll clear the island of the pests, 

Which mortals name attorneys. 


Down with your sheriffs, and your mayors, ^5 
Your registrars, and proctors, 

We’ll live without the lawyer’s cares, 

And die without the doctor’s. 

No discontented fair shall pout 

To see her spouse so stupid ; 70 

We’ll tread the torch of Hymen® out, 

And live content with Cupid®. 


Then, when the high-born and the great 
Are humbled to our level, 

On all the wealth of Church and State, 75 

Like aldermen, we’ll revel. 

We’ll live when hushed the battle’s din, 

In smoking and in cards, sir, 

In di'inking unexcised® gin. 

And wooing fair Poissardes®, sir. 80 


THE BATTLE OF MONCONTOUR 
1824 

Ob, weep for Moncontour® ! Oh I weep for the hour, 
When the children of dai'kness and evil had power, 
When the horsemen of Valois triumphantly trod 
On the bosoms that bled for their rights and their God. 
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Oh, weep for Moncontour I Oh [ weep for the slain, 5 
Who for faith and for freedom lay slaughtered in vain; 
Oh, weep for the living, who linger to bear 
The renegade’s shame, or the exile’s despair. 


One look, one last look, to our cots and our towers, 

To the rows of our vines, and the beds of our flowers, 10 
To the church where the bones of our fathers decayed, 
Where we fondly had dreamed that our own would be 
laid. 


Alas ! we must leave thee, dear desolate home, 

To the spearuieii of Uri°, the shavelings of Kome, 

To the ser])ent of Florenc.e, the vulture of Spain, 15 
To the pride of Anjou, and the guile of Lorraine, 


Faiwell to thy fountains, farewell to thy shades, 

To the song of tliy youths, and the dance of thy maids, 
To the breath of thy gardens, the lium of thy bees, 

And the long waiving line of the blue Pyrenees. 30 


Farewell, and for ever. The priest and the slave 
May rule in the halls of the free and the brave. 
Our hearths we abandon ; our lands we resign; 
But, Father, we kneel to no altar but thine. 
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SERMON IN A CHURCHYARD 

1825 

Let pious I>amou take his seat, 

With mincing step and languid smile, 
And scatter from his ’kerchief sweet, 
Sabaean odors o’er the aisle ; 

And spread his little jewelled hand, 

And smile round all the i)arish beauties, 
And pat his curls, and smooth his band, 
Meet prelude to his saintly duties. 


Let the thronged audiene.e ])re8s and stare, 
Let stifled maidens i)iy the fan, 

Admire his doctrines, and his hair. 

And whis])er, “What a good young man 
While he explains what seems most clear, 
So clearly that it seems j)erplexed, 

I’ll stay and read my sermon here; 

And skulls, and bones, shall be the text- 


Art thou the jilted dupe of fame ? 

Dost thou with jealous anger pine 
Whene’er she sounds some other name, 
With fonder emphasis than thine ? 

To thee I pi-each ; draw near ; attend I 
Look on these bones, thou fool, and see 
Where all her scorns and favors end, 
What Byron is, and thou must be. 
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Dost thou revere, or praise, or trust as 

Some clod like those that here we spurn ; 

Some thing that sprang like thee from dust, 

And shall like thee to dust return ? 

Dost thou rate statesmen, lieroes, wits, 

At one sear leaf or wandering feather ? 30 

Behohl the black, damp, narrow pits. 

Where they and thou must lie together. 


Dost thou beneath the sndh^ or frown 
Of some vain woman b(‘iid thy knee ? 

Here take thy stand, and tram])le down 35 

Things that were once as fair as slie. 

Here rave of her ten tliousand graces, 

Bosom, and lip, and eye, and chin, 

While, as in scorn, tlie fleshless faces 

Of Hamiltoiis° and Waldegraves° grin. 40 


Whatever thy losses or thy gains, 

Whate’er thy projects or thy fears, 

Whate’er the joys, whate’er the pains, 

That proiny^t thy baby smiles and tears, 

Come to my school, and thou slialt learn, 45 

In one short hour of placid thought, 

A stoicism, more deep, more stern, 

Than ever Zeno’s® porch hath taught. 


The plots and feats of those that press 
To seize on titles, wealth, or power, 
Shall seem to thee a game of chess, 
Devised to pass a tedious hour. 
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Whafc Blatters it to him who fights 
For shows of unsubstantial good, 

Whether his Kings, and Queens, and Knights, 55 
Be things of flesh, or things of wood ? 


We check, and take ; exult, and fret ; 

Our pl%ns extend, our passions rise, 

Till in our ardor we forget 

How woi'tliless is the victor’s prize. 60 

Soon fades the spell, soon comes the niglit : 

Say will it not be then the same, 

Whether we played the black or white, 

Whether we lost or won the game ? 


Dost thou among these hillocks stray, 55 

O’er some dear idol’s tomb to moan ? 

Know that thy foot is on the clay 
Of hearts once wretched as thy own. 

How many a father’s anxious schemes, 

How many rapturous thoughts of lovers, 70 
How many a mother’s cherished dreams, 

The swelling turf before thee covers I * 


Here for the living, and the dead, 

The weepers and the friends they weep, 

Hath been ordained the same cold bed, 75 

The same dark night, the same long sleep; 

Why shouldest thou writhe, and sob, and rave 
O’er those with whom thou soon must be ? 
Death his own sting shall cure — the grave 

Shall vanquish its own victory. 8a 
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Here learn tl^at all the griefs and joys, 

Which now torment, which now beguile, 

Are children's hurts, and children's toys, 

Scarce worthy of one bitter smile. 

Here learn that pulpit, throne, and press, 85 

Sword, sceptre, lyre, alike are frail, 

That scdence is a blind man^s guess, 

And History a nurse’s tale. 


Here learn that glory and disgrace, 

Wisdom and folly, pass away, 90 

That mix*th hath its appointed space. 

That sorrow is but for a day ; 

That all we love, and all we hate, 

That all we hope, and all we fear, 

Each mood of mind, each turn of fate, 95 

Must end in dust and silence here. 


TRANSLATION FROM A. V. ARNAULT® 
Fables ; Livkk V, Fable 16 
1826 

"Tifou j).oor leaf, so sear and frail. 

Sport of every wanton gale, 

Whence, and whither, dost thou fly, 
Through this bleak autumnal sky 
On a noble oak I grew, 

Green, and broad, and fair to view ; 

But the Monarch of the shad© 

By the ^mpest low was laid. 
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From that time, I wander o’er 
Wood, and valley, hill, and moor, 
Whereso’er the wind is blowing, 
Kothing caring, nothing knowing* 
Thither go I, whither goes. 
Glory’s laurel. Beauty’s rose.” 


De ta tige detachde, 

Pauvre feu i lie dessecliee 
Oil vas-tu ? — Je n’en sais rien. 
L’orage a frapjie le chSne 
Qui seal dtait moii soutien. 

De son incun stante haleine, 

Le zephyr ou Paqiiilon 
De puis ce jour me prumene 
De la foret it la plaiin^, 

De la montagne au vail on. 

Je vais ou vent me mene 
Sans mo ])laindre ou m’elfrayer, 
Je vais oil va toute chose 
Oh va la feuille de rose 
Et la feuille de laurier. 


DIES 

1826 

On that great, that awful day, 
This vain world sliali pass away. 
Thus the sibyl® sang of old, 
Thus hath holy David told. 



There shall be a deadly feair 
^heH the Avenger shall appear^ 
And unveiled before bis eye 
All the works of man shall lie. 

Haik I to the great trumpet’s tones 
Pealing o’er the place of bones : 
Hark ! it waketh from their bed 
All the nations of the dead, — 

In a countless throng to meet, 

At the eternal judgment seat. 

Nature sickens with dismay, 

Death may not retain its prey ; 

And before the Maker stand 
All the creatures of his hand. 

The great book shall be unfurled, 
Whereby God shall judge the world 
What was distant shall be near, 
What was hidden shall be clear. 

To what shelter shall I fly ? 

To what guardian shall I cry ? 

Oh, in that destroying hour, 

Source of goodness, Source of power, 
Show thou, of thine own free grace, 
Help unto a helpless race. 

Though I plead not at thy throne 
Aught that I for thee have done, 

Do not thou unmindful be, 

Of what thou hast borne for me: 

Of the wandering, of the scorn, 

Of the scourge, and of the thorn. 
JeauSy hast thou borne the pain, 

And hath all been borne in vain ? 
Shall thy vengeance smite the head 
For whose ransom thou hast bled ? 
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Thou, whose dying blessing gave 

Glory to a guilty slave : 40 

Thou, who from the crew unclean 

Didst release the Magdalene®: 

Shall not mercy vast and free, 

Evermore be found in thee ? 

Eather, turn on me thine eyes, 45 

See my blushes, hear my cries ; 

Faijit though be the cries 1 nialce, 

Save me, for thy mercy’s sake, 

From the worm, and from the fire, 

From the torments of tliirie ire. 50 

Fold me with the sheep that stand 
Pure and safe at thy right hand. 

Hear thy guilty child implore thee, 

Polling in the. dust before thee. 

Oh the horrors of that day ! 55 

When this frame of sinful clay, 

Starting from its b\irial ])lace, 

Must behold thee face to face. 

Hear and }uty, hear and aid, 

Spare the (U'catures thou hast made. 

Mercy , mercy, save, forgi'/-e, 

Oh, who shall look on thee and live? 


6c 
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THE MARRIAGE OF TIRZAH AND AHIRAD 

1827 

Genesis vi. 8 

It is the dead of night: 

Yet more than noonday light 
Beams fa:* and wide from many a gorgeous hall. 
Unnumbered liarps are tinkling, 

Unnumbered lam})8 are twinkling, 5 

In the great city of the fourfold wall. 

By the braztui eastle/s moat, 

The sentry hums a livelier note. 

The ship-boy cliauiits a shriller lay 

From the galleys in the bay. lo 

Shout, and laugh, and hurrying feet 

Sound from mart and square and street, 

From the breezy laurel shades ; 

From the granite colonnades, 

From the golden statue’s base, 15 

From the stately market-place, 

Where, upreared by ca])tive hands, 

The great Tower of Triumph® stands, 

All its pillars in a blaze 

With the many-colored rays, st 

Which lanthorns of ten thousand dyes 
Shed on ten thousand panoplies. 

But closest is the throng, 

And loudest is the song, 
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lift that sweet garden by the liver’s side, " »S 
The al^ss of myrtle bowers, 

The wilderness of flowers, 

Where Cain® hath built the palace of his pride^ 

Such palace ne’er shall be again 
Among the dwindling race of men®. 3a 

From all its three-score gates the light 
Of gold and steel afar was thrown ; 

Two hundred cubits rose in height 
'' The outer wall of polished stone. 

On the top was ample space 3j 

For a gallant chariot race. 

Near either parapet a bed 
Of the richest mould was spread, 

Where amidst flowers of every scent and hue 
Kioh orange trees, and palms, and giant cedars grew. 40 


In the mansion’s public court 
All is revel, song, and sport; 

For there, till morn shall tint the east, 

Menials and guards prolong the feast. 

The boards with painted vessels shine; 45 

The marble cisterns foam with wine. 

A hundred dancing girls are tliere 
With zoneless waists and sireaiaing hair; 

And countless eyes with ardor gaze, 

And countless hands the measure beat, , 50 

As mix and part in amorous maze 

Those floating arms and Iwunding feet. 

But none of all the race of Cain, 

Save those whom he hath deigned to grace 
With yellow robe and sapphire chain, 55 

May pass beyond that outer space. 
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iPc^'^w Within' the painted half 
The Firstborn keeps higlx festival. 

Before the glittering valves all night 

Their post the chosen captains hold, lki 

Above the portaPs stately height 
The legend flames in lamps of gold: 

In life united and in death 
May Tirzah and Ahirad be, 

The bravest he of all the sons of Seth®, 65 

Of all the house of Cain the loveliest ehe.^^ 


Through all the climates of the earth 
Tliis night is given to festal mirth. 

The long contimied war is ended. 

The long divided lines are blended. |o 

Ahirad^s bow sliall now no more 
Make fat the w^olves witli kindred gore. 

The vnltLires shall ex})ect in vain 
Their banquet from tlie sword of Cain. 

Without a guard the herds and flocks 75 

Along the frontier moors and rocks 
From eve to morn may roam ; 

Nor shriek, nor shout, nor reddened slq^. 

Shall warn the startled liind to lly 

From his beloved borne. 80 

Nor to the pier shall burghers crowd 
With straining necks and fa(*es pale, 

And think that in each flitting cloud 
They see a hostile sail. 

The peasant without fear shall gidde S$ 

Down smooth canal or river wide 
His painted bark of cane, 

Fraught, for some proud bazaar’s arcades. 
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Witll chestnuts from his native shades, 

Attd Tvine, and milk, and grain. 

Search round the peopled globe to-night, 

Explore each continent and isle, 

There is no door without a light, 

No face without a smile. 

The noblest chiefs of eitlier race, 95 

From north and south, from west and east, 

Crowd to the painted hall to grace 
The pomp of that atoning feast. 

With whlfming ey(*s and laboring breath 

Stand the fair-haired sons of Seth, 100 

As bursts iijjon their dazzled sight 

The endless avenue of light, 

The bowers of tali]), rose, and })alm, 

The thousand cressets fed with balm, 

The silken vests, liie boards piled high 105 

With amber, j^old, and ivory, 

The crystal founts whence s])arkling how 
The richest wines o’er beds of snow, 

The walls where hla/e in li\ing dyes 

The king’s three hundred victories. no 

The heralds point the titling seat 

To every guest in order meet, 

And place tJie higliest in degree 
Nearest th’ imj>erial canopy. 

' Beneath its broad and gorgeous fold, 115 

With naked swan-ds and shields of gold, 

Stood the seven priiic-es of the trilies of Nod®. 

Upon an ermine carpet lay 
Two tiger cubs in furious play, 

Beneath the emerald throne where sat the signed of God®. 
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Over that ample forehead white la* 

The thousandth year returiieth. 

Still, on its couiinaiiding heii^ht. 

With a tierce ami blood-red light, 

The fiery token burneth^ 135 

Wheresoe’er that mystic star 
Blaze th in the van of war, 

Back recoil before its ray 
Shield and banner, bow and spear, 

Maddened horses break away 130 

From the trembling charioti^er. 

The fear of that stern king doth lie 
On all that live beneath the sky; 

All shrink before the mark of his despair, 

The seal of that great curse whicdi he alone can 
beav°. 135 

Blazing in pearls and diamonds’ sheen. 

Tirzah, the young Vhirad’s bride, 

Of liumankind the destined queen, 

Sits by her great forefather’s side. 

The jetty curls, the forehead high, 140 

Tlie swanlike neck, tlie eagle face. 

The glowing cheek, the rich dark eye, 

Proclaim her of the elder race. 

With flowing locks of auburn hue. 

And features smooth and eye of blue, 145 

Timid in love as brave in arms, 

The gentle heir of Seth askance 
Snatches a bashful, ardent glance 
At her majestic charms ; 

Blest when across that brow high musing flashes 150 
A deeper tint of rose, 

Thrice blest when from beneath the silken lashes 
Of her proud eye she throws 
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Hiiil© of Wendecl fondness and disdain 
Wiiieh marks the daughters of the house of CaiiL 155 


All hearts are light around the hall, 

Save his who is the lord of all. 

The painted roofs, the attendant train, 

The lights, the banquet, all are vain. 

He sees them not. His fancy strays 160 

To otlmr scenes and other days. 

A cot by a lone forest’s edge, 

A fountain murmuring through the trees, 

A garden with a wildflower hedge, 

Whence vsounds the music of the bees, 165 

A little flock of sheep at rest 
Upon a mountain’s swarthy breast. 

On his rude spade he seems to lean 
Beside the well remembered stone, 

Bejoicing o’er the projnisc^ green 170 

Of the first harvest man hath sown. 

He sees his mother’s tears ; 

His father's voice he hears, 

Kind as when first it praised his youthful skill. 

And soon a seraph-child, 175 

In boyish rapture wild, 

With a light crook comes bounding from the hill, 
Kisses his hands, and strokes his face, 

And nestles close in his embrace. 

In his adamantine e3^e x8o 

None might discern his agony; 

But they who ])ad grown hoary next his side, 

And read his stern dark face with deepest skill, 
Could trace strange meanings in that lip of pride, 
Which for one moment quivered aud w^as still. 185 
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No time for tliein to mark or him u> feel 

Those inward stings; for clarion, flute, and lyre, 
And the rich voices of a countless quire, 

Burst on the ear in one triumphant peal. 

In breathless transport sits the admiring throng, 490 
As sink and swell the notes of JubaPs lofty ^ 
song. 


^ Sound the timbrel, strike the lyre, 

Wake the trumpet’s blast of fire, 

Till the gilded arches ring. 

Empire, victory, and fame, 195 

Be ascribed unto the name 
Of our father and our king. 

Of the deeds which he hath done, 

Of the spoils which he hath v^on, 

Let his grateful children sing. aoo 


“ When the deadly fight was fought, 

When the great revenge was wrought, 

When on the slaughtered victims lay 
The minion stilf and cold as they, 

Doomed to exile, sealed with flame, 90 $ 

From the west the wanderer came. 

Six score years and six he strayed 
A hunter through the forest shade. 

The lion’s shaggy jaws he tore, , 

To earth he smote the foaming boar, at» 

He crushed the dragon’s fiery crest, 

And scaled the condor’s dizzy nest; 

Till hardy sons and daughters fair 
Increased around his woodland lair. 


1 
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Then Ms rictorions bow unstrung ai5 

On the great bison^s horn he hung. 

(Jiraffe and elk he left to hold 
The wilderness of boughs in peace, 

And trained his youth to pen the fold, 

To press the eimm, and weave the fleece. 220 
As shrunk the streamlet in its bed, 

As black and scant the herbage grew. 

O’er endless plains his flocks he led 
Still to ilew brooks and pastures new. 

80 strayed he till the white pavilions 225 

Of his camp were told by millions, 

Till his childrerds households seven 
Were numerous as the stars of heaven. 

Then he bade us rove no more ; 

And in the place that pleased him best, 230 

On the great river\s fertile shore, 

He fixed the city of his rest. 

He taught us then to bind the sheaves, 

To strain the ])alm\s delicious milk. 

And from the dark green mulberry leaves 235 

To eull the tiimy silk. 

Then first from straw-built mansions roamed 
OVr fiower-beds trim the skill ul hees ; 

Then first the pur])le wine- vats foamed 

Around the laughing [leasant’s knees ; 240 

And olive-yards, and orchards green, 

O’er all the hills of od were seen. 


“ Of our father and our king 
Let his grateful children sing. 
From him our race ihs being draws, 
His are our arts, and his our laws. 
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Like bimself he bade us be, 

Proud and brave, and fierce, and free. 

True, through every turn of fate, 

In our friendship and our hate. 

Calm CO watch, yet prompt to dare ; 

Quick to feel, yet firm to bear ; 

Only timid, only weak. 

Before sweet woman’s eye and cheek. 

We will not serve, we will not know, 

The God who is our father’s foe. 

In our proud cities to his name 
No temples rise, no altars flame. 

Our flocks of sheep, oiir groves of spice, 

’Co him afford no sacrifice.* 

Enough that once the House of Cain 
Hath cointed with oblation vain 
The sullen powder above.® 

Henceforth we bear the yoke no more; 

The only gods whom we adore 
Are glory, vengeance, love. 


Of our father and our king 
Let his grateful eliildren sing. 

What eye uf liviuLC thing may brook 
On his blazing^brovv to look ? 

Wliat might of living thing may stand 
Against the strength of his right hand? 
First he led his armies forth 
Against the Mammoths of the north, 

What time they wasted in their pride 
Pasture and vineyard far and wide. 

Then the White Biver’s icy flood 

Was thawed with fire and dyed with bloody 
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And heard for many a league the sound 
Of the f)ine forests blazing round, aS« 

And the death-howl and trampling din 
Of the gigantic herd within. 

From the surging sea of flame 
Forth the tortured monsters came ; 

As of breakers on the shore aSs 

Was their onset and their roarj 
As the cedar-trees of G©d 
Stood the stately ranks of Nod. 

One long night and one short day 
The sword was lifted up to slay. 290 

Then marched the firstborn and his sons 
O^er the white ashes of the wood, 

And counted of that savage brood 
Nine times nine thousand skeletons. 


On the snow with carixage red 
The wood is piled, the skins are si)read. 
A thoiisand fires illume the sky ; 

Bound each a hundred warriors lie. 

But, long ere half the night was spent, 
Forth thundered from the golden tent 
The rousing voice of Cain. 

A thousand trumps in answer rang, 
And fast to arms the warriors sprang 
O^er all the frozen plain. 

A herald from the wealthy bay 
Hath come with tidings of dismay. 
From the western ocean’s coast 
Seth hath led a countless host, 

And vows to slay with fire and sword 
All who call not on the Lord. 


99$ 
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His archers hold the moiintain foyts ; 

His light armed ships blockade the ports ; 

His horsemen tread the harvest down. 

On twelve proud bridges he hath passed 
The river dark with many a mast, 

And pitched his mighty camp at last 
Before the imperial town. 


‘*On the south and on the west, 

Closely was the city prest. 

liefore us lay the liostilo powers. 320 

The breach was wide between the towers. 

IhiKe ami nu^al within were sold 
For a double weight of gold. 

Our mighty father had gone forth 

Two hundred marclies to the north, 325 

Yet in that extreme of ill 

We stoutly ke])t his city still; 

And swore beneath his royal wall, 

Like his true sons to tight and tail. 

‘‘Hark, hark, to gong and horn, 330 

Clarion, and fife, and drum, 

The morn, the fortieth morn, 

Fixed lor the great assault is come. 

Between the camp and city spreads 

A waving sea of lielmed licads. 335 

From the royal car of Seth 

Was hung the blood-red flag of deatli: 

At sight of that thrice-hallowed sign 
Wide flew at once each banners fold ; 

The captains clashed their gold; 34a 

The war cry of Elohiin® rolled 
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Far down their endless line. 

On the northern hills afar 
Pealed an answering note of war. 

Soon the dust in whirlwinds driven, 345 

Rushed across the northern heaven. 

Beneath its shroud came thick and loud 
The tramp as of a countless crowd ; 

And at intervals were seen 

Lance and hauberk glancing sheen ; 350 

And at intervals were heard 
Charger’s neigh and battle word. 


^^Oh what a rapturous cry 
From all the city’s thousand spires arose, 

With what a look the hollow eye 355 

Of the lean watchman glared n])oii the foes, 

With what a yell of joy the mother pressed 
The moaning baby to her withered breast; 

When through the swarthy cloud that veiled the plain 
Burst on his children’s sight the flaming brow of Cain I ” 


There paused perforce that noble song 361 

For from all the joyous throng, 

Burst forth a rapturous shout which drowned 
Singer’s voice and trumpet's sound. 

Thrice that stormy clamor fell, 

Thrice rose again with mightier swell. 

The last and loudest roar of all 
Had died along the painted wall. 

The crowd was hushed ; the minstrel train 

Prepared to strike the chords again 5 370 

When on each ear distinctly smote 
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A low airf wOd and wailing note. 

It moans again. In mute amaze 
Menials, and guests, and harpers gaz^ 

They look above, beneath, around, 3^ 

No shape doth own that mournful souncL 
It comes not from the tuneful quire ; 

It coiiies not from the feasting peers j 
There is no tone of earthly lyre 

80 soft, so sad, so full of tears. 380 

Then a strange horror came on all 
Who sat at that liigli f(*stival. 

Tlie far famed harp, tlui harp of gold, 

Dropped trom Jubal’s® trembling hold. 

Franti(‘> with dismay the bride 385 

Clung to lier Ahi rad’s side. 

And the corpse-like hue of dread 
Aliirad’s haughty face o’erspread. 

Yet not even in that agony of awe 

Did tlie young leader of the fair-haired race 390 

From Tir/ah’s shuddering grasp his hand withdraw, 

Or turn his eyes from Tirzah’s livid face. • 

The tigers to their lord retr(\at, 

And crouch and whine beneath his feet. 

Prone sink to earth the golden shielded seven. 395 
All hearts are covved save his alone 
Who sits upon the eirierald throne ; 

For he hath heard Elohiin speak from heaven. 

Still thunders in his ear the peal ; 

Still blazes on his front the seal ; 400 

And oil the soul of tlje proud king 

No terror of created thing 

From sky, or earth, or hell, hath power 

Since that unutterable hour. 





to speak, paused, and listening stood, 

3fe>t daunted, but in sad and curious mood, 

With, knitted brow, and searching eye of fire, 

4 dfeathiike silence sank oh all around, 

through the boundless space was heard no sound, 
Save the soft tones of that mysterious lyre. 

Broken, faint, and low, 

At first the numbers flow, 
liOttder, deeper, quicker, still 
Into one fierce peal they swell, 

And the echoing palace fill 
With a strange funereal yell. 

A Toice® comes forth. But what, or where ? 

On the earth, or in the air ? 

Like the midnight winds that blow 
Eound a lone cottage in the snow, 

With howling swell and sighing fall, 

It wails along the tropliied hall. 

In such a wild and dreary moan® 

The watches of the Seraphim® 

Poured out all night their plaintive hymn 
Before the eternal throne. 

Then, when from many a heavenly eye 
Drops as of earthly pity fell 
For her who had aspired too high, 

For him who loved too well ; 

When, stunned by grief, the gentle pair 
Pl*om the nuptial garden fair, 

Linked in a sorrowful caress, 

Strayed through the untrodden wilderness; 

And close behind their footsteps came 
The desolating sword of flame, 

And drooped the cedared alley’s ])ride, 

And fountains shrank, and roses died. 




4*0 


415 


416 


m 


430 


43f 



rm XAMBiAOM or nazAja amd \amAB 

$ 

"IlejoitJe, O Son of God, rejoide,” 

Satig that analancholy voice, ’ 440 

" Rejoice, the maid is fair to see ; 

The bower is decked for her and theej 
The ivory lamps around it throw 
A soft and pure and mellow glow. 

Where’er the chastened lustre falls 4I4 

On roof or cornice, floor or walls, 

Woven of pink and rose appear 
Such words as love delights to hear. 

The breath of myrrh, the lute’s soft sound. 

Float through the moonlight galleries round, 450 

O’er beds of violet and through groves of spice. 

Lead thy proud bride into the nuptial bower; 

For thou hast bought her with a fearful price. 

And she hath dowered thee with a fearful dower. 
The price is life. The dower is death. 45* 

Accursed loss ! Accursed gain ! 

For her thou givest the blessedness of Beth, 

And to thine arms she brings the curse of Cain. 

Bound the dark curtains of the fiery throne 

Pauses awhile the voice of sacred song: 46c 

From all the angelic ranks goes forth a groan, 

‘ How long, O Lord, how long ? ’ 

The still small voice makes answer, ‘ Wait and see, 

O sons of glory, what the end shall be.’ 


But, in the outer darkness of the place, 461 

Where God hath shown his power without his grace, 

Is laughter and the sound of glad acclaim, 

Loud as when, on wings of fire, 

Fulfilled of his malign desire, 

From Paradise the conquering serpent c^me. 4H 





The giant ruler of the morniiig star 
From off his fiery bed 
Lifts high his stately head, 

Which Michaels® sword hath marked with 
At his voice the pit of hell 
Answers with a joyous yell, 

And fiings her dusky portals wide 
For the bridegroom and the bride. 


^^But louder still shall be the din 
In the halls of Death and Sin, 

When the full measure runneth o^er 
When mercy can endure no more, 

When he who vain]}" proffers grace, 

Comes in his fury to deface 
The fair creation of his hand ; 

When from the lieaven streams down amain 
For forty days the sheeted rain ; 

And from his ancient barriers free, 

With a deafening roar the sea 
Comes foaining up the laud. 

Mother, cast thy babe aside ; 

Bridegroom, quit thy virgin bride: 

Brother, pass thy brother by : 

^Tis for life, for life, ye fly. 

Along the drear horizon raves 
The swift advancing line of waves. 

On, on, their frothy crests appear 
Each moment nearer, and more near. 

Urge the dromedary’s speed ; 

Spur to death the reeling steed ; 

If perchance ye yet may gain 

The mountains ttot o’erhamg the ijlain- 
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tboii liaiighty land of Kod, 

Hear the sentence of thy God. 

Thou hast said * Of all the hills 505 

Whence, after autuinu rains, the rills 
In silver trickle down, 

The fairest is that mountain white 
Which intercepts the morning light 

From Cain’s imperial town. 510 

On its first and gentlest swell 
Are pleasant halls where nobles dwell; 

And marble porticoes are seen 
Peeping through terraced gardens green. 

Above are olives, palms, and vines; 515 

And higher yet the dark blue pines; 

And highest on the summit shines 
The crest of everlasting ice. 

Here let the God of Abel own 

That human art hath wonders shown 520 

Beyond his boasted paradise/ 


Therefore on that proud mountain’s crown 
Thy few surviving sons and daughters 
Shall se^e their latest sun go down 

Upon a boundless waste of waters. 525 

None salutes and none replies; 

None heaves a groan or breathes a prayer; 

They crouch on earth with tearless eyes, 

And clenched hands, and bristling hair. 

The rain pours on : no star illumes 530 

The blacikness of the roaidng sky. 

And each successive billow booms 
Nigher still and still more niglu 





ictoi now upon th^ howling blast 

!l?ho Wreaths of spray come thick and fast ; 535 

And a great billow by the tempest curled 

Palls with a thundering crash ; and all is o^er. 

And what is left of all this glorious world ? 

A sky without a beam, a sea without a shore. 


Oh thou fair laud, where from their starry home 540 
Cherub and seraph oft delight to roam, 

Thou city of the thousand towers, 

Thou palace of the golden stairs, 

Ye gardens of perennial flowers. 

Ye moted gates, ye breezy squares ; 545 

Ye parks amidst whose branches high 
Oft peers the squirrel’s 6]>arklii)g eye; 

Ye vineyards, in whose trrllised ^hade 
Pipes many a youth to many a maid ; 

Ye ports where rides the gallant ship ; 550 

Ye marts where wealthy biirgliers meet; 

Ye dark green lanes which know the trip 
Of Woman’s conscious feet; 

Ye grassy meads where, when the day is done, 

The shepherd pens his fold; 555 

Ye purple moors on which the setting sun 
Leaves a rich fringe of gold ; 

Ye wintry deserts where the larches grow ; 

Ye mountains on whose everlasting snow 
No human foot hath trod ; 

Many a fathom shall ye sleep 
Beneath the gray and endless deep, 

In the great day of the revenge of God.^^ 


560 
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THE COUNTRY CLERGYMAN’S TRIP TO 
CAMBRIDGE 

AN ELECTION BALLAD 

1827 

As I sat down to breakfast in state, ^ 

At my living of Tithing-cum-Boring, 

With Betty beside me to wait, 

Came a rap that almost beat the door in. 

I laid down my basin of tea, 

And Betty ceased spreading 6he toast, 

As sure as a gun, sir,^^ said she. 

That must be the knock of the post.” 


A letter — and free — bring it here — 

I have no correspondent who franks. xo 

No! Yes! Can it be? Why, my dear, 

^Tis our glorious, our Protestant Bankes. 

*^D«ar sir, as I know you desire 

That the Church should receive due protection, 

I humbly presume to require ij 

Your aid at the Cambridge election. 


" It has lately been brought to my knowledge, 
That the Ministers fully design 
To suppress each cathedral and college, 

And eject every learned divine. 
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To assist this detestable scheme 

Three nuncios from Kome are come over; 
They left Calais on Monday by steam, 

Amd landed to dinner at Dover. 


^An army of grim Cordeliers®, 

Well furnished with relics and vermin, 
Will follow, Lord Westmoreland® fears, 

To effect what their chiefs may determine. 
Lollard’s® bower, good authorities say, 

Is again fitting up for a prison ; 

And a wood-merchant told me to-day 
^Tis a wonder how faggots have risen. 


** The finance scheme of Canning® contains 
A new Easter-offering tax ; 

And he means to devote all the gains 
To a bounty on thumb-screws and racks. 
Your living, so neat and compact — 

Pray, don’t let the news give you pain 1 • 
Is promised, 1 know for a fact, 

To an olive-faced Padre® from Spain/^ 


I read, and I felt my heart bleed, 

Sore wounded with horror and pity; 

So I flew, with all possible speed, 

To our Protestant champion’s committee. 
True gentlemen, kind and well-bred 1 
Ko fleering I no distance I no scorn ! 
They asked after my wife who is dead, 
And my children who never were bom 
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Tliey then, like higli-priucipled Tories, 

Called our Sovereign lyijust and unsteady, 50 
And assailed him with scandalous stories, 

Till the coach for the voters was ready. 

That coach might be well called a casket , , 

Of learning and brotherly love : 

There were parsons in boot and in basket} 55 
There were parsons below and above. 


There were Sneaker and Griper, a pair 
Who stick to Lord Mulesby like leeches ; 

A smug cha])laiii of plausible air, 

Who writes iny Lord Goslingham’s speeches. 60 
Dr. Buzz, who alone is a host, 

Who, with arguments weighty as lead, 

Proves six times a week in tho.l^)st 
That liesh somehow differs from bread. 


Dr. Nimi-od, whose orthodox toes 65 

Are seldom withdrawn from the stirrup. 

Dr. Humdrum, whose eloquence flows, 

Like (]i-(>|»pi]jgs of sweet po])py syrup } 

Dr. Ko.sygill pii fling and fanning. 

And wiping away ])ers])iration ; 70 

Dr. Humbug who proved Mr. Canning 
The beast in St. John’s Revelation, 


A layman can scarce form a notion 
Of our wonderful talk on the road; 

Of the learning, the wit, and devotion, H 

Which almost each syllable showed; 
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Why divided allegiance agrees 
8a ill with our Jree constitution ; 
IBfow Catholics swear as they please, 
In hope of the priest’s absolution ; 


How the Bishop of Norwich® had bartered 
His faith for a legate’s coin mission ; 

How Lyndhurst®, afraid to be martyr’d, 

Had stooped to a base coalition ; 

How Papists are cased from compassion 85 

By bigotry, stronger than steel ; 

How burning would soon come in fashion, 

And how very bad it must feel. 


We were all so much touched and excited 
By a subject so direly sublime, 

That the rules of politeness were slighted, 

And we all of us talked at a time ; 

And in tones, which each moment grew louder, 
Told how we should dress for the show, 

And where we should fasten the powder, 

And if we should bellow or no. 


Thus from subject to subject we ran, 

And the journey passed pleasantly o’er, 

Till at last l>r. Humdrum began ; 

From that time I remember no more. 100 

At Ware® he commenced his prelection 
In the dullest of clerical drones ; 

And when next I regained recollection 

W© wei*© rumbling o’er Trumpington® stones. 
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1827 

Oh, stay, Madonna ! stay ; 

'Tis not the dawn of day 
That marks the skies with yonder opal streak; 
The stars in silence shine ; 

Then press thy lips to mine, 

And rest upon my neck thy fervid cheek. 


Oh, sleep, Madonna! sleep; 

Leave me to watch and weep 
O’er the sad memory of departed joys, 

O’er hope’s extinguished beam. 

O’er fancy’s vanished dream. 

O’er all that nature gives and man destroys. 


Oh, wake, Madonna I wake ; 

Even now the purple lake 
Is dappled o’er with amber flakes of light ; 

A glow is on the hill ; 

And every trickling rill 

In golden threads leaps down from yonder height. 


Oh, fly, Madonna! fly, 

Lest day and envy spy M 

What only love and night may safely know 
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Jly, ati4 tread softly, dear ! 
those who hate us hear 
The sounds of thy light footsteps as they go. 


THE DELIVERANCE OF VIENNA 

Translated from Vincenzto da Filicaia 
(Published in the “ Winters Wreath.,'* Liverpool, 1828) 

“ Le corde d’oro cletto,” &c. 

The chords, the sacred cliords of gold, 

Strike, 0 Muse in measure bold ; 

And frame a sparkling wreath of joyous songs 
For that great (Jod to whom reveugo belongs. 

Who shall resist his might, j 

Who marshals for tlie tight 
Earthquake and tliunder, hurricane and flame? 

He smote the liaughty race 
Of unbelieving Thrace", 

And turned their rage to fear, their pride to shame. lo 
He looked in wratli from high, . . 

Upon their vast- array; 

And, ill the twinkling of an eye, 

Tambour, and trump, and l)attle-cry, 

And steeds, and turbaned infautry, gg 

Passed like a dream away. 

Such power defends the mansions of the just: 

But, like a city vdthout vails. 

The grandeur of the mortal falls 
Who glories in his strength, and makes not God his 
trust. 
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The proud blaspheiueis thought all earth their owu^ 
They deemed that soon the whirlwind of their k© 
Would sweep down tower and palace, dome and spire^ 
The (J)iristiaii altars and the Augustan throne®. 

And soon, they cried, shall Austria bow »5 

To the dust her lofty brow. 

The princedoms of Almayne® 

Shall wear the Phiygian® chain; 

In humbler waves shall vassal Tiber roll ; 

And Kome a slave forlorn, 30 

Her laurelled i resses shorn, 

Shall feel our iron m her inmost soul. 

Who sliall bid the torrent stay ? 

Who shall bar the lightning’s way? 

Who arrest the advancing van 3^ 

Of the liery Ottoman® ? 


As the curling smoke-wreaths fly 
When fresh breezes clear the sky, 

Passed away each swelling boast 

Of the misbelieving host. 40 

From ilie H(dn-us° rolling far 
Caine ilu* murky cloud of war, 

And in shower and tempest dread 
Burst on Austria’s ’fenceless head. 

Bat not for vaunt or threat 45 

Didst Them, 0 Lord, forget 
The flock so dearly bought, and loved so well 
Even in the very hour 
Of guilty pride and power 

Full on the circumcised Thy vengeance fell. §0 

Then the fields were heajied with dead, 

Then the streams with goi*© were red* 
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Alid erety Hrd of prey, and every beast, 

IVom mw and cavern thronged to Thy great feast 


What terror seized the fiends obscene of Nile I 55 

How wildly, in his place of doom beneath, 

Arabia’s lying prophet^’ gnashed his teeth, 

And cursed his blighted hopes and wasted guile ! 

When, at the Vjidding of Thy sovereign might, 

Tlew on flieir destined }>atli 6« 

Thy messengers of wrath, 

Biding on storms and wrapped in deepest night 
The Phthian® mountains saw ; 

And quaked with mystic awe: 

The proud Sultana of the Straits'* bow^nl down 65 

Her jewelled nock and her embattled (*rown. 

The miscreants, as they raised their eyes 
Glaring defiaiiee on Thy skies, 

Saw adverse 'winds and clouds display 
The terrors of tlieir black arra}^ ; — 70 

Saw each portentous star 
Whose fiery aspect turned of yore to flight 
The iron chariots of the ('anaanite® 

Gird its brigiit harness tor a deadlier war. 


Beneath Tliv withering look ^ 75 

Their limbs with palsy shook; 

Scattered on earth Hkj crescent banners lay 5 
Trembled with ]>aiuc fear 
Sabre and targe and spear, 

Through the prtrud armies of the vising day. 80 

Faint was each heart, unnerved each hand ; 

And, if they strove to charge or stand. 
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Their efforts were as vain 
As his who, scared in feverish sleep 
By evil dreams, essays to leap, H 

Then backward falls again. 

With a orasli of wild dismay, 

Their ten thousand ranks gave way ; 

Fast they broke, and fast they fled j 

Trampled, mangled, dying, dead, 9 ° 

Horse and horsemen mingled lay ; 

Till the mountains of the slain 
Baised the valleys to the plain. 

Be all the glory to Thy name divine ! 

The swords were ours; the arm, 0 Lord, was Thine. 95 


Therefore to Thee, beneath whose footstool wait 
The powers which erring man calls Chance and I^ate, 

To Thee who hast laid low 
The pride of Europe^ s foe, 

And taugnt Byzantium^s® sullen lords to fear, 100 

I pour my spirit out 
In a triumphant shout, 

And call all ages and all lands to hear. 

Thou who evermore endurest, 

Loftiest, mightiest, wisest, purest, 105 

Thou whose will destroys or saves, 

Dread of tyrants, hope of slaves, 

The wreath of glory is from Thee, 

And the red sword of victory, 


There where exulting Danube’s flood ii« 

Runs stalled with Islam’s® noblest blood 
From that tremendous field, 
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There where in mosque the tyrants met, 

And from the crier’s minaret 
Unholy summons pealed, iiS 

Pure shrines and temples now shall be 
Decked for a worship worthy Thee. 

To Thee thy whole creation pay s 
With mystic sympathy its praise, 

The nir, the earth, the seas: 120 

The day shines* forth with livelier beam; 

There is a smile upon the stream, 

An antliem on the breeze. 

Glory, they <*ry, r-o Him whose mij:;ht 

Hath turned the barbarous foe to liii^ht, 125 

Whose arm protects with power (li\ine 

The city of his favored line. 

The caves, the woods, the rocks, repeat the sound; 

The everlasting hills roll the long echoes round. 


But, if Thy rescued chnrcli may dare 130 

Still to besiege Thy Tin-one witJi prayer, 

Sheathe not, we implore Tiu'e, Ijord, 

Sheathe not Thy victorious sveord 
Still Panonia® pines away, 

Vassal of a doable sway; ,3^ 

Still Thy servants groan in cliains, 

Still the race whuh haU‘s Tla-c reigns: 

Part the living from the dea<l : 

Join the members to t!)e hea*l : 

Snatch Thine own sheep from yon f-dl monster’s hold* 140 
Let one kind shepherd rule uiie undivided fold. ^ 

He is the victor, only Lo 
Who reaps the fruits of victory. 
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We conquered once in vain, 

When foamed the Ionian waves with gore, I4j 

And hea]->ed Lepanto’s^ stormy shore 
With wrocLs and Moslem® slain. 

Yet wret<^hed Cyprus never broke 
The Syii.iii tyrant’s iron yoke®. 

Shall the twice vancpiislied foe 150 

Again repeat liis blow ? 

Shall Europe’s sword be hung to rust in peace ? 

No — let the red-cross ranks 
Of the triumphant Franks® 

Bear swilt deliverance to the slii'ines of Greece, 155 

And in inn* inmost lioart let Asia feel 

The avenging plagues of Western lire and steel. 


Oh God ! for one short moment raise 
The veil which hides those glorious days. 

The flying foes I see Thee urge 160 

Even to the river’s lieadloiig verge. 


Close on their rear the loud uproar 
Of flerce pursuit from Ister’s® shore 
Comes pending on tlie wind; 

The Ilab’s® wild waters are before, 165 

The (Jhristiaii sword behind. 

Sons of ]KU’diti()n, speed your flight. 

No earthly spt‘ar is in the rest ; 

Ko earthly chamjuon leads to tight 

The warriors of the West. 170 

The Lord of Hosts asserts His old renown, 

Scatters, and smites, and slays, and tramples down. 

Fast, fast beyond what mortal tongue can say, 
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Or mortal fancy dream, 

He rushes on his prey : 

Till, with the terrors of the wondrous theme 
Bewildered and appalled, I cease to sing, 

And close my dazzled eye, and rest my wearied wing. 


THE LAST BUCCANEER 
1839 

The winds were yelling, the waves were swelling, 

The sky was black and drear. 

When the crew with eyes of flame brought the ship with- 
out a name 

Alongside the last Buccaneer, 


Whence flies your sloop full sail before so fierce a gale, 5 
When all others drive bare on the seas ? 

Say, come ye from the shore of the holy Salvador®, 

Or the gulf of the rich Caribbees 


^ From a shore no search hatli found, from a gulf no line 
can sound, 

Without rudder or needle we steer; 10 

Above, btdow, our bark, ditcs the sea-fowl and the shark, 
As we fiy by the last Buccaneer. 


To-night there shall be h(*ar(l on Uie rocks of Cape de 
Verde^ 

A loud crash, and a louder roar : 
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And to-morrow shall the deep, with a heavy moaning, 
sweep 15 

* The corpses and wreck to the shore/' 


The stately ship of Clyde® securely now may ride, 

In the breath of the citron shades ; 

And Severn’s® towering mast securely now flies fasl^ 
Through the sea of the balmy Trades®. so 


From St Jago’s® wealthy port, from Havannah's royal 
fort, 

The seaman goes forth without fear ; 

For since that stormy night not a mortal hath had sight 
Of the flag of the last Buccaneer. 

EPITAPH ON A JACOBITE 
1845 

To my true king I offered free from stain 
Courage and faith ; vain faith, and courage vain. 

For him, I threw lands, honors, wealth, away. 

And one dear hope, that was more prized than they. 
For him I languished in a foreign clime, 

Gray-haired with sorrow in my manhood’s prime j 
Heard on Lavernia® Scargill’s® whispering trees, 

And pined by Arno® for my lovelier Tees®; 

Beheld each night ray home in fevered sleep, 

Each morning started from the dream to weep; 

Till God, who saw me tried too sorely, gave 
The resting place I asked, an early grave. 
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Oh thoii, whom ohanee leads to this Bameless stone. 
From that proud country which was once mine own, 
By those white cliifs I never more must see, 15 

By that dear language which I spake like thee, 

Forget all feuds, and shed one English tear 
O^er English dust. A broken heart lies here. 


LINES WRITTEN ON THE NIGHT OF THE 
THIRTIETH OF JULY, 1847 

AT TIIK CLOSE OF AN^ UNSUCCESSFUL CONTEST FOIl EDINBURGH 

The day of tumult, strife, defeat, was o’er ; 

Worn out with toil, and noise, a,ud scorn, and spleen, 

I slumbered, and in slumber saav once Jiiore 
A room in au old luansion, long unseeiY. 


That room, methought, was curtaiinal from the light ; 5 

Yet through the curtains slu»ne tiie moon’s cold ray 
Full oil a cradle, wian-e, in linen while, 

Sleeping life’s hrst soft shn'.p, an infant lay. 


Pale flickered on the hearth the dying flame, 
And all was sihmt in that ancacut hall, 

Save when by hi s on the low night-wind came 
The murmur of the distant waterfall. 


And lo ! the fairy queens who nile our birth 
Brew nigh to speak the new-born baby’s doom : 
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With noiseleBs step, which left no trace i.A earth, i| 
From gloom they came and vanished into gloom. 

Not deigning on the boy a glance to cast 

Swept careless by the gorgeous Queen of Gain ; 

More scornful still, the Queen of Fashion passed, 

With mincing gait and sneer of cold disdain. a« 

The Queen of Power tossed high her jewelled head, 

And o’er her shoulder threw a wrathful frown; 

The Queen of Pleasure on the pillow shed 

Scarce one stray rose-leaf from her fragrant crown. 

Still Fay in long procession followed Fay ; 

And still the little couch remained uiibiest ; 

But, wh(‘n those wayward s}>rites had passed away, 

Came One, the last, the mightiest, and the best. 

Oh glorious lady, with the eyes of light 

And laurels clustering round thy lofty brow, 30 

Who by the cradle’s si<le didst watch that night, 
Warbling a sweet, strange music, who wast thou? 

Yes, darling ; let them go ; ” so ran the strain : 

Yes ; let them go, gain, fashion, pleasure, power, 

And all the busy elves to whose domain 35 

Belongs the nether sphere, the fleeting hour. 

Without one envious sigh, one anxious scheme, 

The nether sphere, the fleeting hour resign. 

Mine is the world of thought, the world of dream, 

Mine all the past, and adl the future mine. 


40 
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Fortune, that lays in sport the mighty low, 
Age, that to penance turns the joys of youth, 
Shall leave untouched the gifts which I bestow, 
► The sense of beauty and the thirst of truth. 


the fair brotherhood who share my grace, 45 

I, from ihy natal day, pronounce thee free ; 

And, if for some I keep a nobler place, 

I keep formone a happier than for thee. 


There are who, while to vulgar eyes they seem 
Of all my bounties largely to partake, 50 

Of me as of some rival’s handmaid deem. 

And court me but for gain\s, power’s, fashion’s sake. 


<‘To such, though deep their lore, though wide their 
fame. 

Shall my great mysteries be all unknown : 

But thou, througli goml and evil, praise and blame, 55 
Wilt not thou love me for myself alone ? 


Yes; thou wilt love me with exceeding love; 

And I will tenfold all that love repay, 

Still smiling, though the tender may reprove, 

Still faithful, though the trusted may betray, 6« 


For aye mine emblem was, and aye shall be, 
The ever-during plant wdiose bough I wear, 
Brightest atid gicenc.st then, when every tree 
That blossoms in tlie light of Time is bare. 
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In the dark hour of shame^ I deigned t o stand 63 

Before the frowning peers at Bacon^s® side; 

On a far shore I smoothed with tender hand, 

Throw gh months of pain, the sleepless bed of Hyde®; . 


I brought the wise and brave of ancient days 
To cheer die cell where Kaleigh° pined alone ; 7a 

I lighted Milton’s darkness® with the blaze 

Of the bright ranks that guard the eternal throne. 


“And even so, my child, it is my pleasure 

That thou not then alone sliouldst feel me nigh, 

When, in domestic bliss ami studious leisure, 75 

Thy wrecks uiK'ouiited come, uncounted liy ; 


“Not then alone, wdien myriads, closely pressed 
Around thy car, the shout of triumph raisci ; 

Nor when, in gilded drawing rooms, thy breast 

Swells at the sweeter sound of woman's praise. 8 a 


“No; when on restless night dawns cheerless morrow, 
When weary soul and wasting body pine, 

Thine am I still, in danger, sickness, sorrow, 

In conflict, obloquy, want, exile, thine ; 


“ Thine, where on mountain waves the snowbirds scream, 
Where more than Thule’s® winter barbs the breeze, 86 
Where scarce, thi-ough lowering clouds, one sickly gleam 
Lights the drear May-day of Antarctic seas : 
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^ Thine, irhen around thy litter’s track all day 
White sandhills shall reflect the blinding glare; 9a 
Thine, when, through forests breathing death, thy way 
All night shall wind by many a tiger’s lair; 


Thine most, when friends turn pale, when traitors fly. 
When, hard beset, thy si)irit, justly proud, 
yor truth, peace, freedom, nierty, dares defy 95 

A sullen priesthood and a raving crowd. 

^'Amidst the din of all things fell and vile, 

Hate’s yell and envy’s hiss, and folly’s bray, 
Beineml;)6r me; and with an unforced sinilc 

See riches, baubles, flatterers, i^ass away. ioa 


*^Yes: tliey will pass avv^ay; nor deem it strange: 

They come and go, as (ioiues and goes the sea: 

And let them come an<l go : thou, through all change, 
Ifix thy tirni gaze on virtue and on me.’^ 


PARAPHRASE OF A PASSAGE IN THE 
CHRONICLE OF THE MONK OF ST. GALL 

1850 

[In tbe summer of 1856, ilio autUor travelled with a friend 
throupjh I^mibardy, As they were on the road between Novara 
and Milan, they wer<^ conversing; on the subject of the legends re- 
lating to that country, 'rhe author remarked to his companion that 
Mr. Panizzi, in the JKssay on the Komautic Kaxrative Poetay of the 
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Italians, prefixed to his edition nf Bojardo, had pointed out an 
instance of the conversion of ballad poetry into prose narrative 
;Which strongly confirmed the theory of TVrizonlus and Niebuhr, 
Upon wiiich Ihe Lays of Ancient Rome’’ are founded; and, 
after repeating aii extract wiiich Mr. Panizzi has given from the 
chronicle of •‘‘d'he Monk of St. Oall/* he proceeded to frame a 
metrical jiaraphrase. The note in Mr. Pamzzi’s work (vol. i. p. 
123, note u) is here copied verbatim.] 

“The monk says that Oger was with llosiderifTs, King of Lom- 
bardy, watiming the advance of (diarlemagne’s army. The king 
often asked Oger where was (hiarlemagne. Qiiando videris, 
inquit, spgelcm eampis inhorr(\sc(U'(', fcrreum Padum et Tiidnurn 
niarinis lluctibns ferro nigrantibus muros civitatis inund.^utes, 
tunc est spes C'aroli venientis. llis nedurn (^xpletis priimim ad 
occasum Cireino vel Horea crepit ajipiaren^, quasi nubes tenebrosa, 
quae diem clarissimam horrenU'S convertit iu umbras. Sed pro- 
piante Tniperaton;, ex armoiimi splendore, dies omni node teue- 
brosior obc^rta est inclusis. Tuiic visas est ipse ferrus Carolus 
ferrea galea ciistntus, ferreis manicis armillatns, &c. &c. llis 
igitur, qme ego balbus et etlentulus, non ut debui cinmitu tardiore 
diulius < xplicare tentavi, vtuadicus speculator tiggiums celeri imo 
visit contuitus dixit ad Desiderium; Kcce, babes (juom tantopere 
perijuisisti. Kt han* dicens, xiene ('xaiiimis ec'oidit. — Monaoh. 
Sanoai.. dc Bel). BnL (UiroU Ma(jm. lib. ii. § xxvi. Is this not 
evidently taken from xaoetical effusions i ” 


Paraphrase 


To Oggier® spake King Didier®: 

^‘Wlien coineth (Miarlomague®? 

\Yo looked for liiiii in harvest: 

We looked for liira in j'ain. 

Crops are reaped; and floods are pasfcj 
And still he is not here. 

Some token show, that we may know 
That Charlemagne is near.” 
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Then to the King made answer 

Oggier, the christened Dane ; to 

When stands the iron harvest, 

Ripe on the Lombard® plain, 

That stiff harvest which is reaped 
With sword of knight and peer, 

Then by that sign ye may divine 
That Charlemagne is near. 

4 

"When round the Lombard cities 
The iron flood shall flow, 

A swifter flood than Ticin®, 

A broader flood than Po, m 

Frothing white with many a pbime. 

Dark blue with many a spear, 

Then by that sign ye may divine 
That Charlemagne is near.’^ 


PROM A MANUSCRIPT POEM 

Here warlike cobblers railed from tops of casks 
At lords and love-locks, monarchy and masques. 
There many a gra(;eless page blaspheming reePd, 
From his dear (^ards and bumpers, to the field : 

The famished rooks, impatient of delay, 

Gnaw their coggM dice and curse the lingering prey: 
His sad Andromache®, with fruitless care, 

Paints her wan lips ami braids her borrowed hair: 
For Cluircli and King® he quits his favorite arts, 
Forsakes his Knaves, forsakes his Queen of Hearts* 
For Church and ]\ing he burns to stain with gore 
His doublet, stained with nought but sack before. 
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THE CAVALIERS’ MARCH TO LONDON 

1824 

To ho^se I to horse ! brave Cavaliers ! 

To horse for Church and Crown ! 

Strike, strike your tents ! snatch up your spears 1 
And ho for London town ! 

The imperial harlot®, doom’d a prey 5 : 

To our avenging fires, 

Sends up the voice of her dismay 
Erom all her hundred spires. 

The Strand® resounds with maidens’ shrieks, 

The ’Change® with merchants’ sighs, m 

And blushes stand on brazen cheeks, 

And tears in iron eyes ; 

And, pale with fasting and with fright, 

Each Puritan Committee 

Hath summon’d forth to prayer and fight 15 

The Roundheads of the City. 

And soon shall London’s sentries hear 
The thunder of our drum, 

And London’s dames, in wilder fear, 

Shall cry, Alack ! They come ! m 

Fling the fascines ; — tear up the spikes ; 

And forward, one and all. 

Down, down with all their train-band pikes, 

Down with their mud-built wall. 
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Quarter ? — Foul Ml your whining noise, 

Ye recreant spawn of fraud ! 

Ko quarter ! Think on Strafford®, boys. 

No quarter ! Think on Laud®. 

Wliat ho ! The craven slaves retire. 

On ! Trample them to mud, 

No quarter ! — ( Tiari^e. — No quarter ! — Fire. 
No quarter 1 — Blood ! — Blood ! -r- Blood ! — 


Where next ? In sooth there hicks no witch, 
Brave lads, to tell us wliere, 

Sure London’s sons be passing rich, 

Her daughters wondrous fair: 

And let tlnit dastard be the theme 
Ot* many a l)()ar<Ps derision. 

Who quails for sermon, cuff, or scream 
Of auy sweet Precisian. 


Their lean divines, of sohnnn brow, 
Sworn foes to throne and steeple, 
From an unwonted jndpit now 
Shall edify tlie })eo]>le: 

Till the tir'd hangman, in des])air, 

Shall (uirse his blunted shears, 

And vainly pinch, and s(n-ape, and tear, 
Around their leathern ears. 


WeTl hang, above his own Guildhall, 
The city’s grave Itocorder, 

And on the den of thieves w^eTl fall, 
Though Pym® siionld speak to order. 



In vain the lank-haired gang shall try 
To cheat our martial law ; 

In vain shall LenthalF trembling cry 55 

That straiigeis mnst withdraw. 


Of bench and woolsack, tub and chair 
We’ll build a glorious pyre, 

And tons of rebel parchment there 

Shall crackle in the fire. 60 

With them shall perish, clieek by jowl, 

Petitiori, psalm, and libel, 

The Colouers canting in aster- roll®, 

The Chaplain’s dog-ear’d bible. 


We’ll tread a measure round the blaze 65 

Where England’s pest expires, 

And lead along the dance’s maze 
The beauties of tlie friars : 

Then smiles in every face shall shine. 

And joy in every soul. 7c 

Bring forth, bring forth the oldest wine, 

And crown the largest bowl. 


And as with nod and laugh ye sip 
The goblet’s rich carnation, 

Whose bursting bubbles seem to tip 73 

The wink of invitation; 

Drink to those names, — those glorious names, — 
Those names no time shall sever, — 

Drink, in a draught as deep as Thames, 

Our Church and King for ever I 


80 
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ROSAMOND 

{^Frmn ^^What You With^' Knight's '‘'•Quarterly Magazine^^^ VoL I. 
pp. 219, 220. 1823) 

May 7. — Trist^m Merton, I have a strong curiosity to know who 
Rosamond is. But you will not tell me ; and, after all, as f^r as 
■your verses are concerned, the surname is nowise germane to the 
matter. As poor Sheridan said, it is too formal to be registered in 
Love’s calendar : — 

■O Rosamond 1 how sweet it were, on some fine summer 
dawn, 

With thee to wander, hand in hand, upon the dewy lawn, 
When flowers and heaps of new-mown grass perfume the 
moniiug breeze, 

And round the straw-built hive resounds the murmur of 
the bees ; 

To see the distant mountain-tops empurpled by the ray, 5 
And look along the spreading vale to the ocean far away; 
O’er russet heaths, and glancing rills, and mossy forests 
green, 

And curling smoke of cottages, and dark gray spires 
between. 


And oh! how passing sweet it were, through the long 
sunny day, 

To gaze upon thy lovely face, to gaze myself away ; 10 

While thou beneath a inountain-ash, upon a mossy seat, 
-.Shouldst sing a low wild song to me, reclining at thy 
feet] 



liosAMom 

And oh ! to see thee, in some mood of playful toil, entwine 
Bound the green trellis of our bower the rose and eglan- 
tine, 

Still laying on niy soul and sense a new and mystic 
charm, 15 

At every turn of thy fairy shape and of tliy snowy arnii 

And when the winds on winter nights in fitful cadence 
blow, 

And whirl against our frozen pane the eddying flakes of 
snow, 

How gay would bii the fireside light, how sweet the 
kettie^s moan, 

Joined to the lustre of thy smile, the music of thy tone ! 20 
How fondly could I play for hours with thy long curling 
tresses, 

And press thy hand and clasp thy neck with fanciful 
caresses, 

And mingle low impassioned speech with kisses and 
with sighs, 

And pore into the dark blue depths of those voluptuous 
eyes. 

Tristrain, I hope “ Rosarnoiul ” and your “ Fair Girl of France'’ 
will tioi pull caps, — but 1 cannot forbtiar the temptation of intro^ 
ducing your Roxana and Statira to an admiring public ; — 

By thy love, fair girl of France, »5 

And the arch and bashful glance 
Which so well revealed it ; 

By the flush upon thy brow, 

By the softly faltered vow. 

And the kiss which sealed it ; 
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By those foreign accents dear, 

wild cadence on mine eax 
Still in slumber lingers ; 

By thine eyes of sap])hire splendor, 

By the thrilling pressure tender 35 

Of thy tremWing fingers ; 

By ihy pouting, by thy smiles, 

And by all the varied wiles 
Which so sweetly won me, — 

Laughter, blushes, sighs, caresses, 40 

By thy lips, and by thy tresses, 

Sometimes think upon me. 

Think upon the parting day, 

And tlie tears I kissed away 
From iliy glowing cheek ; 45 

Think of many a dearer token, 

Think of all that I liave spoken, 

All 1 may not speak. 
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INSCRIPTION ON THE STATUE OF LORD 
WILLIAM BENTlNCIi 

AT CALCUTTA 

1835 

TO 

WILLIAM CAVEN1>LSH BENTINCK, 

WHO, DIJBTNO ftKVEX YEARS, ltULEl> INDIA WITH EMINENT 
PliCDENOE, 1NTE(}KITV, AND BENEVOLENCE; 

WHO, PLACED AT THE HEAD OF A OREAT EMPIRE, NKVEK 
LAID ASIDE THE SIMPLICITY AND MODERATION 
( ) E A PRI V ATE (;i r J Z E N .* 

WHO INFUSED INTO ORIENTAL DESPOTISM THE SPIRIT OF 
BRITISH freedom: 

WHO NEVER FORGOT THAT THE END OF GOVERNMENT IS 
THE HAPPINESS OF THE GOVERNED: 

WHO ABOLISHED GRCFL KITES! 

WHO EFFACED HUMILIATING DISTINCTIONS: 

WHO GAVE LIBERTY TO THE EXPRESSION OF PUBLIC 
OPINION : 

WHOSE CONSTANT STUDY IT WAS, TO ELFAATE THE IN- 
TELLECTUAL AND MORAL CHARACTER OF THE 
NATIONS COMMITTED TO HIS CHARGE: 

THIS MONUMENT 
WAS ERECTED BY MEN, 

WHO, DIFFERING IN RACE, IN MANNERS, IN LANGUAGE, 
AND IN REIiKHON, 

CHERISH, WITH EQUAL VENERATION AND GRATITUDE, 
THE MEMORY OF HIS WISE, UPRIGHT, 

AND PATERNAL ADMINISTRATION. 
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EPITAPH ON SIR BENJAMIN HEATH 
MAEKIN 

AT CALCUTTA 

1837 

THIS MONUMENT 
!8 SACRED TO THE MEMORY 
OP 

SIR BENJAMIN HEATH MAEKIN, KNIGHT, 

ONE OF THE JUDGES OP THE SUPREME COURT OF 
JUDICATUliE : 

A 'MAN EMINENTLY DISTINGUISHED 
BY HIS LITERARY AND kSCIKNTIFIC ATTAINMENTS, 

BY HIS PROFESSIONAL LEARNING AND ABILITY, 

BY THE CLEARNESS AND ACCURACY OF HIS INTELLECT, 
BY DILIGENCE, BY PATIENCE, BY LOVE OF TRUTH; 

BY PUBLIC SPIRIT, ARDENT AND DISINTERESTED, 

YET ALWAYS UNDER THE (iUIDANCE OF DISCRETION; 
BY RIGID irPRHHlTNESS, BY UNOSTENTATIOUS PIETY, 
BY THE SERENITY OK HIS TEMPISR, 

AND BY THE BENEVOLENCE OF HIS HEART. 

4IE WAS BORN ON THE 29tH OF SEPTEMBER, 1797. HE 
DIED ON THE 21ST OCTOBER, 1837. 
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EPITAPH ON LORD METCALFE 

1847 

NEAR THIS STONE IS LAID 
CHARLES LORD METCALFE, 

A STATESMAN TRIED IN MANY II 1011 OFFICES 
AND DIFFICULT CONJUNCTIONS, 

AND FOUND EQUAL TO ALL. 

THE THREE GREATEST DEPENDENCIES OF THE BRITISH 
CROWN WERE SUCCESSFULLY ENTRUSTED TO HIS CARE. 
IN INDIA, HIS FORTITUDE, HIS WISDOM, 

HIS PROBITY, AND HIS MODERATION, 

ARE HELD IN HONORABLE REMEMBRANCE 
BY MEN OP MANY RACES, LANGUAGES, AND RELIGIONS. 
IN JAMAICA, STILL CONVULSED BV A SOCIAL REVOLUTION, 
HIS PRUDENCE CALMED THE EVIL PASSIONS 
WHICH LONG SUFFERING HAD ENGENDERED IN ONE CLASS 
AND LONG DOMINvVTION IN ANOTHER. 

IN CANADA, NOT YET RECOVERED FROM THE CALAMITIES 
OF CIVIL WAR, 

HE RECONCILED CONTENDING FACTIONS 
TO EACH OTHER AND TO THE MOTHER COUNTRY. 
COSTLY MONUMENTS IN ASIATIC AND AMERICAN CITIES 
ATTEST THE GRATITUDE OP THE NATIONS WHICH HE RULED. 
THIS TABLET RECORDS THE SORROW AND THE PRIDE WITH 
WHICH HIS MEMORY IS CHERRSHED BY HRS FAMILY. 
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VALENTINE 

TO THE HON. MAEY C. STANHOPE, BAUGHTEE OF LOED AND 
LADY MAHON 

1851 

4 

Hail, day of Music, day of Love, 

On earth below, in air above. 

In air the turtle fondly moans, 

The linnet pipes in joyous tones; 

On earth the postman toils along, $ 

Bent double by huge bales of song, 

Where, rich witli many a gorgeous dye, 

Blazes all Cnpid^s heraldry — 

Myrtles and roses, doves and sparrows, 

Love-knots and altars, lamps and arrows. > lo 
What n^uoph without wild hopes and fears, 

The double rap this morning hears? 

Unnumbered lasses, young and fair, 

Urom 13»ethnal Green® to Bel grave Square®, 

With ( 3 heeks high flushed, and hearts loud beating, 15 
Await the tender annual greeting. 

The loveliest lass of all is mine — 

Good morrow to my Valentine ! 

Good morrow, gentle Child I and then 

Again good morrow, and again, ao 

Good morrow following still good morrow. 

Without one eloiid of strife or sorrow. 

And when the God to whom we pay 
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In jest onr homages to-day 
Shall come to claim, no more in jest, 
His rightful empire o’er thy breast, 
Benigiiaut sjiay liis aspecjt be, 

His yoke th(' truest liberty : 

And if a tear his power confess, 

Be it a tear of happiness. 

It shall be so. TJie Muse displays 
The future to her votary’s gaze; 
Prophetic rage my bosom swells — 

I taste the cake — I hear tlie bells ! 
From Conduit Street® the close array 
Of cha-riots barricades the way 
To whore T s(h% with outstretched hand, 
Majestic, tliy great kinsman stand, ^ 
And half unbend his brow of pride, 

As welcoming so fair a bride. 

Cay favors, tliick as flakes of snow, 
Brighten St. (ieorge’s® j)ortic(); 

Within T see the chancel’s ])ale, 

The orange flowers, the Brussels veil, 
The ])age on which those Angers wdiite. 
Still trembling from the awful rite, 

For the last time shall faintly trace 
The name of Stanhoi^c’s noble race. 

I see kind faces round thee pressing, 

I hear kind voices wliis})er blessing; 
And with those voices mingles min© — 
All good attend my Valentine I 

St. Valentine^s Day, 1851. 


1 The statue of Mr. Pitt in Hanover Square. 
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PREFACE TO THE LAYS OF ANCIENT ROME 

That what is called the history of the Kings and early Consuls 
of Rome is to a great extent fabulous, few scholars have» since the 
time of Beaufort, ventured to deny. It is certain that, more than 
three hundred and sixty years after the date ordinarily assigned 
for the foundation of the city, the public records were, with scarcely 
an exception, destroyed by the Gauls. It is certain that the oldest 
annals of the commonwealth were compiled more than a century 
and a half after this destruction of the records. It is certain, 
therefore, that the great Latin writers of the Augustan age did not 
possess those materials without which a trustworthy account of 
the infancy of the republic could not possibly be framed. Those 
writers own, indeed, that the chronicles to which they had access 
were filled with battles that were never fought, and Consuls that 
never were inaugurated ; and we have abundant proof that, in 
these chronicles, events of the greatest importance, such as the 
issue of the war with Porsena, and the issue of the war with 
Brennus, were grossly misrepresented. Under these circumstances, 
a wise man will look with great suspicion on the legend which has 
come down to us. He will perhaps be inclined to regard the princes 
who are said to have founded the civil and religious institutions 
of Borne, the son of Mars, and the husband of Egeria, as mere 
mythological personages, of the same class with Perseus and Ixion. 
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As lie draws nearer to the confines of authentic history, he will 
become less and less hard of belief. He will admit that the most; 
imjiortant parts of the narrative have some foundation in truth. 
But he will distrust almost all the details, not only because they 
seldom rest on any solid evidence, but also because he will con- 
stantly detect in them, even when they are within the limits of 
physical possibility, that xiecuiiar character, more easily understood 
than defined, which distinguishes the creations of the imagination, 
from the realities ^f the world in wliich we live. 

The early history of Rome is indeed far more poetical than any- 
thing else in Latin literature. The loves of the Vestal and the God 
of War, the cradle laid among the reeds of Tiber, the fig-tree, the 
she-wolf, the shepherd’s cabin, the recognition, the fratricide, 
the rape of the Sabines, the death of Tarpeia, the fall of Hostus 
Hostilrus, the stniggle of Mettus Curtius through the marsh, the 
women rushing with torn raiment and dishevelled hair between 
their fathers and their husbands, the nightly meetings of Numa 
and the Nymph by the well in the sacred grove, the fight of the 
three Romans and the three Albans, the purchase of the Sibylline 
books, the crime of 'I'ullia, the simulated madness of Brutus, the 
ambiguous rei)ly of the Delphian oracle to the Tarquins, the Wrongs 
of Lucretia, the heroic actions of lioratius Codes, of Scaevola, and 
of Clcolia, the battle of Regillus won by the aid of Castor and Pollur, 
the defence of Cremera, the touching story of (>>riolanus, the still 
more touching story of Virginia, the wild legend about the draining 
of the Alban lake, the combat between Valerias Corvus and the 
gigantic Gaul, are among the many instances which will at once 
suggest themselves to every reader. 

In the narrative of Livy, who was a man of fine imagination, 
these stories retain much of their genuine character. Nor couM 
even the tasteless Dionysius distort and mutilate them into mere 
prose. The poetry shines, in spite of him, through the dreary 
pedimtiy of his eleven books. It is discernible in the most tedious 
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«aid in the ani^t isuperhcial modern works ( .. the eady times of 
Eorae. It eTiH?eriS the diihiess of the Universal History, and gives 
A cbSTin to the most meagre abridgments ot Goldsmith. 

Even 111 the age of Plutarch there were discerning men whu 
riejected the popular account of the foundation of Home, beoaute 
that acooiu.t appeared to them to have ihe air, not of a history, hut 
of a romance ora drama. Plutarch, who was 'Usjilejised at their 
iiicredaiity, had nothing to say in reply to their arguments than 
that chance sometimes turns poet, and producers trains of events 
not to be distinguished from the most elabf)j'Jite plots winch are 
■constructed by art. Hut though the existene.e of a poetical element 
in the early history of the (ireat thty was detected so many years 
ago, the fi/‘st critic who distinctly saw from what source that, poetical 
element had l^een derived was Jamt*s Perizonius, one of the most 
acute and learned anti(|uaries of the seventeenth century. His 
theory, whicdi, in his own days, attracted little or no notice, was 
revived in the present generation by Niebuhr, a man who would 
have been the first writer of his time, if Ids talent for communi- 
cating truths had liorne any proport ion to Ids talent for investigating 
them, 'riiat tlu'ory has been adoi)ted by .several eminent scholars 
of our own country, particularly by the Ibshop of St. Davidhs, by 
Professor Malden, and by the lamented Arnold, it appears to b© 
now generally rei’-oived by men conversant witli classic.al antiquity; 
and indeed it rests on smdi strong proofs, both intornal and external, 
that it will not be easily subverted. A popular exposition of this 
tlieoryf and of the evidence by which it i.s supj)orte.d, may not be 
without interest (‘ven for readers who arc luiacquaiuted with the 
ancient languages. 

The Uatin literature wliicdx has come down to us is of later date 
than the comintmcement of the Second l^unic War, and ednsitats 
almost exclusively of works fashioned on Greek models. Th© 
Latin metres, heroic, elegiac, lyric, and dramatic, are of Greek 
origin. The best Latin epic poetry is the feeble echo of the Iliad 
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1%# Ody$8©y* The best Ls^tlti eclogues are imitations of 
Tbeoci^ttis. The plan of the most finished didactic poem in the 
X<atin tongue was taken from Hesiod. The Latin tragedies are bad 
copies of the masterpieces of Sophocles and Euripides. The l^tln 
comedies are free translations from Hemophilus, Menander, and 
Apollodorus. The Latin philosophy was borrowed, without altera- 
tion, from the Portico and the Academy ; and the great Latin 
orators constantly proposed to themselves as patterns the speeches 
of Demosthenes 4nd Lysias. 

But there was an earlier Latin literature, a literature truly Latin, 
Which has wholly perished, which had, indeed, almost wholly per- 
ished long before those whom we are in the habit of regarding aS' 
the greatest Latin writers were born. That literature abounded 
wltb metrical romances, such as are found in every country where 
there is much curiosity and intelligence, but little reading and 
writing. All human beings, not utterly savage, long for some in- 
formation about past times, and are delighted by narratives which 
present pictures to the eye of the mind. But it is only in very 
enlightened communities that books are readily accessible. Metri- 
cal composition, therefore, which, in a highly civilized nation, is a 
mere luxury, is, in nations imperfectly civilized, almost a necessary 
of life, and is valued less on account of the pleasure which it gives 
to the ear, than on account of the help which it gives to the mem- 
ory. A man who can invent or embellish an interesting story, and 
put it into a form which others may easily retain in their recollec- 
tion, will be always highly esteemed by a people eager for amuse- 
ment and information, but destitutfi of librai’ies. Such is the origin 
of ballad-poetry, a speci(‘s of composition which scarcely ever fails 
to spring up and flourish in every society, at a certain point in the 
progress towards refinement. Tatdtus informs us that songs were 
the only memorials of the past which the ancient Germans pos- 
sessed. We learn from Lucan and from Ammianus Marcellinus 
that the brave actions of the ancient Gauls were commemorated in 
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wmmB of Bards. J>VLxlng many ages, and throngli many miKk 
lutions, minstrelsy retained its Influence over both the Teutonic 
and the Celtic race. The vengeance exacted by the spouse of Attila 
for the murder of Siegfried was celebrated in rhymes, of which 
Germany ih still justly proud. The exploits of Athelatane were 
commemorated by the Anglo-Saxons, and those of Canute by the 
Danes, in rud'^ poems, of wliich a few fragments bn /e come down 
to us. The chants of the Welsh harpers preserved, through ages 
of darkness, a faint and doubtful memory of Arthur, In the High- 
lands of Scotland may still be gleaned some relics of the old songs 
about Cuthullin and Eingal. The long struggle of the Servians 
against the Ottoman power was recorded in lays full of martial 
spirit. We 'earn from Herrera that when a Peruvian Inca died, 
men of skill were appointed to celebrate him in verses, which all 
the peoi^le learned by heart and sang in public on days of festival. 
The feats of Kurroglou, the great freebooter of Turkistan, recounted 
in ballads composed by himself, are known in every village of 
Northern Persia. Captain Beechey heard the Bards o1 the Sand- 
wich Islands recite the heroic achievements of Taraeharaeha, the 
most illubtrious of their kings. Mungo Park found in the heart of^ 
Africa a Class of singing men, the only annalists of their rude tribes, 
and heard them tell the story of the victory which Darnel, the negro 
prince of the .Taloffs, won over Abdulkader, the Mussulman tyrant 
of Foota Torra. This siiccies of poetry attained a high degree of 
excellence among the Castilians, before they began to copy Tuscan 
patterns. It attaiiu‘d a still higher degree of excellence among the 
English and the Lowland Scotch, during the fourteenth, fifteenth, 
and sixteenth ceiitiUi les. But it readied its full pei feetion in ancient 
Greece ; for there can be no doubt that tin* great Homeric poems 
are generically ballads, though widely distinguished from all other 
ballads, and indeed troin almost all other human comiiositions, by 
transcendent sublimity and beauty. 

As it is agreeable to general experience that, at a certain stage 
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itt the progress of society, ballad-poetry should flourish, m h U 
also agreeable to general experience that, at a subsequent stage in 
the progress of society, ballad-poetry should be undervalued and 
neglected. Knowledge advances : manners change : great foreign 
models of composition ai'e studied and imitated. The phraseoiogy 
(d the old minstrels becomes obsolete. Their versification, which, 
having received its laws only troin the ear, abounds in irregularities, 
seems licentious and uncouth. I'heir simplicity appears beggarly 
when compared wiyh Uie quaint forms and gaudy coloring of such 
artists as Cowley and Gongora. The ancient lays, unjustly despised 
by the learned and polite, linger for a time in the memory of the 
vulgar, and are at length too often irrtitrievably lost. We cannot 
wonder that the ballads of Koine should have altogether disappeared, 
when we remember how vt^ry narrowly, in spite of the invmitiou of 
printing, thosci of our own country and those of Spain escaped the 
same fate. There is indeed little doubt that oblivir)n rovers many 
English songs e(iual to any that were published by Bishop Percy, 
and many Spanisti songs as gv»od as the best of t hose which have 
l>een bo happily translated by Mr. Lockhart. Eighty years ago 
England posKsessed only one tattered copy of Childe Waters, and 
Sir Cauline, and Spain only one tattered copy of tlic noble poem of 
the flid. Tlie snuff of a camlle, or a mischievous dog, might in a 
moment have deprived the world foRjver of any of those fine com- 
positions. Sir Walter Scott, who united to the fire of a great poet 
the minute curiosity and patient diligence of a great antiquary, 
was but just in time to save the precitais relics of the Minstrelsy of 
the Border. In Germany, the lay of the Nibelungs laid been long 
utterly forgotten, when in the eighteenth century it was for th« 
flmt time printed from a manuscript in the old library of a noble 
family. In truth the only people wlio, through their whole passage 
from simplicity to the higtiest civilization, never for a moment 
ceased to love and admire their old ballads, were the Greeks. 

That the early Homans should have had ballad-poetry, and that 
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tliis |X)etiy «ho aid* have perished, is therefore not strange* It 
would, on the contrary, have been strange if these things had *ic^ 
«ome to pass ; and we should be justified in pronouneing them 
highly i>robable, evtm if w© had no direct evidence on the subjeot. 
But we have direct evidence of unquestioiiabl© authority. 

Ennius, who fiourished in the time of the Second Punic WaiS, 
•was regarded in the Augustan age as the father of Latin poetry. 
He was, in t.iutb, the father of the second school of Latin poetry, 
the only school of w^hich the works have descended to us. But 
from Ennius himself we learn that there w^ere poets who stood to 
him in the same relation in whicli the author of the romance of 
Count Alaivos stood to Garcilasi-, or the author of the “Lytell 
Geste of Robyn Mode ” to Lord Surrey. Ennius speaks of verses 
which the Fauns and the Bards were wont to chant in the old time, 
when none had yet studied the graces of speech, when none 
bad yet climbed th(‘ peaks sacred to the Goddesses of Grecian 
song. *'■ Where,” Cicero mournfully asks, “are those old verses 
now ? ” 

Contemijorary with Ennius was Quintus Fabius Pictor, the 
earliest pf tiie Homan annalists. His account of the infancy and 
youth of Htuniilus and liemus has been preserved by Dionysius, 
and coritains a very remarkable reference to the ancient Latin 
I)oetry. Fabius says tiiat in his time his countrymen were still in 
the habit of singing balla/Js about the Twins. “ Even in the hut of 
Faustulus” — so tiiese old lays appear to have run — “the children 
of Rhea and Mars were, in port and spirit, not unlike unto swine- 
herds or cowherds, but such that men might well guess them to be 
of the blood of Kings and Gods,” 

Cato the Censor, who also lived in the days of the Second Punic 
War, mtiTitioned this lost literature in his last work on the antiqui- 
ties of his country. Many ages, he said, before his iinio, there 
were ballads in praise of illustrious men ; and these ballads Jt was 
tlie fashion for the guests at banquets to sing in turn while the 
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|>iper phyM, Would,” exclaims Cicero, “Chat wo still had the 
ol 'wViVcXi CftXo 

Valerius Maximus gives us exactly similar information witliout 
mentioning liia authority, and observes that the ancient Roman 
ballads were probably of more benefit to the young than all the 
lectures of the Athenian schools, and that to the influence of the 
national poetry were to be ascribed the virtues of such men as 
Camilins and Fabricius. 

Varro, whose authority on jill questions connected with the 
antiquities of liis country is eiitithsl to the greatest respect, tells 
us that at banquete it was once the fashion for boys to sing, some- 
times with and sometimes without instrumental music, ancient 
ballads in praise of inc*n ot fornuT times. These young performers, 
he observes, were of uiibhuiiishod character, a circumstance which 
he probably mentioned because, among the Gre'cks, and indeed in 
his time among tlie Romans also, the morals of singing boys were 
ill no high repute. 

The testimony of Horace, though given hu ident.xlly, confirms 
the statements of Cato, Valerius Maximus, and Varro. The poet 
predicts that, under the peacciul administration of Augustus, the 
Romans will, o\er their lull goblets, sing to the pipe, after the 
fashion of their fathers, the deeds of bravo captains and the ancient 
iegends touching the origin of the city. 

The proposition, then, that Rome had ballad-poetry is not 
merely in its(>lf highly probable, but is fully proved by direct 
evidence of the greatest weight. 

This proposition being established, it becomes easy to under- 
stand why the early history of the city is unlike almost e\ery thing 
else in Latin literature, native where almost everjThing else is 
borrowed, imaginative wlierc almost everything else is prosaic. 
We can scarcely hesitate to promnince that the magnificent, 
pathetic, and truly national legends, whieh present so striking a 
contrast to all that surrounds them, are broken and defaced frag- 
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laments of that early poetry which, even in the age of Cato the 
Cmisor, had become antiquated, and of which Tully had never 
heard a line. 

That this poetry should have been suffered to perish will not 
appear strange when we consider how complete was the triumph 
of the (timck genius over the public mind of Italy. It is probable 
that, at an early x^eriod, Homer and Hero(iotos furnished some 
hints to the Latin minstrel ; but it was not till after the war with 
Tyrrhus that the poetry of Rome began to put off its old Ausonian 
character. The transformation was soon consummated. The con- 
quered, says Horace, led captive the compuTors. It was precisely 
at the time at which the Roman i>oox>le rose to unrivalled political 
ascendancy that they stooped to pass under the intellectual yoke. 
It was precisely at the time at which the sceptre departed from 
Greece that the empire of her language and of her arts became 
universal and despotic. The revolution indeed was not effected 
witliout a struggle. Nsevius seems to iiave been the last of the 
ancient line of poets. Ennius was the founder of a new dynasty. 
Nsevius celebrated the First Punic War in Saturnian verse, tlie old 
national verse of Italy. ICnnius sang the Stjcond Punic War in 
numbers borrowed from the Iliad. The elder i)oet, in the epitaph 
which he wrote for himself, and which is a fine s^iecimen of the 
early Roman diction and versification, plaintively boasted that the 
Latin language had died with him. Thus what to Horace appeared 
tO be the first faint dawn of Roman literature, appeared to Nmvius 
to be its hopeless setting. In truth, one literature was setting, and 
another dawning. ^ 

The victory of tlie foreign taste was decisive ; and indeed we can 
hardly blame the Romans for turning away with conttuiipt from the 
mde lays which had delighted their fathers, and giving their whole 
admiration to the immortal productions of Greece. The national 
romances, neglected by the great and the refined whose education 
had been finished at Rhodes or Athens, continue, it may be sup- 
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|K 3 sed, durhig some generations to delight the, vulgar. While Virgil , 
in hexameters of exquisite modulation, described the sports of rus- 
tics, those rustics were still singing their wild Saturnian ballads. 
It is not Improbable that, at the time when Cveexo Vamentfod. tb.e 
irreparable loss of the poems mentioned by Cato, a searcb among 
the nooks of the Apennines, as active as the search which Sir 
Walter Scott made among the descendants of the moss-troopers of 
Llddesdale, might have brought to light many fine remains of ancient 
ihinstrelsy. Ko 8uch«earch was made. The Latin ballads perished 
forever. Yet discerning critics have thought that they could still 
perceive in the early history of Rome numerous fragments of this 
lost poetiy, as the traveller on classic ground sometimes finds, built 
into the heavy wall of a fort or convent, a pillar rich with acanthus 
leaves, or a frieze where the Amazons and Hacchanals seem to live. 
The theatres and temples of the Greek and the Homan were de- 
graded into the quarries of the Turk and the Goth. Even so did 
the ancient Saturnian poetry become the (luarry in which a crowd 
of orators and annalists found the materials for their prose. 

It is not difficult to trace the process by which the old songs 
were transmuted into the form which they now wear. Funeral 
panegyric and chronicle a])pear to have been the intermediate links 
which connected tiie lost ballads with the histories now extant. 
From a very early period it wfis the usage that an oration should 
be pronounced over the remains of a noble Roman. The orator, as 
we learn from Polybius, was expected on such an occasion to 
recapitulate all the services which the ancestors of the deceased 
had, from the earliest time, rendered to the commonwealth. There 
ean be little doubt that the speaker on whom this duty was imposed, 
would make use of all the stories suited to his purpose which were 
to be found in the popular lays. There can be as little doubt that 
the family of an eminent man would preserve a copy of the speech 
which had been pronounceil over his corpse. The compiler of 
the early chronicles would have recourse to the speeches; and 
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great ’liistoiriaiis of a later period would liave recourse to tli« 
f^rouiclos. 

It It may be worth while to select a particular stoiy, aud to trace 
its prohablo progress through these stages, d’he description of the 
migration of the Fabian bouse to Creniera is one of the finest of 
the many iiie i>assages wliioh lie thick in the earlier books of Livy. 
The Consul, clad in his military garb, stands in th/, vestibule of his 
house, marshalling his clan, three hundred and six fighting men, ail 
of the proud patrician blood, all worthy to be attended by the 
fasces, and to command the legions, A sad and anxious retinue of 
friends accumpaines the adventurers through the streets ; but the 
voice of laimmtation is drowned by the shouts of admiring thou- 
sands. Am tli<‘ iiroce-ssion passes the C’apitol, prayer and vows are 
poured forth, but in vain. The devoted Viand, leaving Janus on the 
right, marches tr> its doom through the Gate* of Kvil Luck. After 
achieving high dtieds of valor against overwhelming numbers, all 
perished save one cliild, the stock from whic'h the great Kalnaii rae,e 
was dt^stined again to spring for the safety and glory of the (?oni- 
inon wealth. That this line romance, tlie details of which are so 
full of pa^'tical trntli, and so utterly destitute of all vshow of his- 
torical truth, came originally from some lay which liad often been 
sung with great ,‘i|)planse at bamiuets, is in tlie highest degree prob- 
able. IMor is it difficult to imagine a niode in wlrick the transmis- 
sion might have taken place. The celebrated Quintus Fabius 
Maximus, who died about twenty years before the First i*uidc 
War, and more than forty yc'ars before TCnnins was born, is said to 
liave been interred with extraordinary pomp. In the eulogy pro- 
nounced over his br>dy all the, great exploits of his ancestors were 
doubtless recounted and exaggerated. If there wore then extant 
songs which gave a vivid and touching descripti<jn of an evTnt, the 
saddest and the moat glorious in the long history of the Fabian 
house, nothing could be more natural than that the panegyrist 
sbould borrow from such songs their finest touches, in order to 



OTM 


[itAm 1 


adorn his speech. A few generations later the songs wouM perhaps 
he forgotten, or remembered only by the shepherds and vine- 
dressers. But tlie speech would certainly be preserved in the 
archives of the Fabian nobles. Fabius Pictor would be well ac- 
quainted with a document so interesting to his personal feelings, 
and would insert large extracts from it in his rude chronicle. That 
chronicle, as we know, was the oldest to which Livy had access. 
Livy would at a glance distinguish the bold strokes of the forgotten 
poet from the^ dull and feeble narrative by which they were sur- 
rounded, would retouch them with delicate and powerful pencil, 
and would make them immortal. 

That this might happen at Kome can scarcely be doubtpd ; for 
something very like this has happened in several countries, and, 
among others, in our own. Perhaps the theory of Perizonius can- 
not be better illustrated than by showing that what he supposes to 
have taken place in ancient times has, beyond all doubt, taken 
place in modern times. 

History,” says Hume, with the utmost gravity, “ has preserved 
some instances of Edgar’s amours, from which, as a specimen, we 
may form a conjecture. of the rest.” He then tells very agreeably 
the stories of Elfleda and Elfrida, two stories which have a most 
suspicious air of romance, and which, indeed, greatly resemble, in 
their general character, some of the legends of early Rome. He 
cites, as his authority for those two tales, the chronicles of William 
of Malmesbury, who lived in the time of King Stephen. Tlie great 
majority of readers suppose that the device by v^rhich Elfrida was 
substituted for her young mistress, the artifice by which Athclwold 
obtained the hand of Elfrida, the detection of that artifice, the 
hunting party, and the vengeance of the amorous king, are things 
about which there is no more chuibt than about the execution of 
Anne Boleyn, or the slitting of Sir John Coventry’s no.se. But 
when we turn to William of Malmesbury, we find that Hume, in 
Ills eagerness to relate these pleasant fables, has overlooked one 
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very importot drcumstance. William does ’^deed tell both the 
stories ; but he gives us distinct notice that he does not warrant 
^ their truth, and that they rest on no belter authority than that of 
badlads. 

Such is the way in which these two well-known tales have been 
handed do^vl;. They originally appeared in a poetical form. They 
found their way from ballads into an old chronif'le. The ballads 
perished; chronicle remained. A great historian, some cen- 
turies after tlie ballads had been altogether forgotten, cousulted the 
chronicle, He was struck by the lively coloring of these ai'cient 
fictions ; he transferred them to his pages ; and thus we find 
inserted, as unquestionrj.blo facts, in a narrative which is likely to 
last as loui? as the English tongue, the inventions of some minstrel 
whose works were probably never committed to writing, whose 
name is buried in oblivion, and whose dialect has become obsolete. 
It must, then, be admiltedto be possible, or rather higlily ])robable, 
that the stories of Komulus and Remus, and of the Iloratii and 
Curiatii, may have had a similar origin. 

Castilian literalare will furnish us with another parallel case. 
Mariana, the classical historian of Spain, tells the story of tlie ill- 
starred marriage wliich the. King Don Alonso brought about 
between the heirs of Carrion and the two daughters of the Cid, 
The Cid bestowed a princely dower on his sons-in-law. But the 
young men were base and proud, cowardly and cruel. They were 
tried in danger and found wanting. They fled before the Moors, 
and once w^hen a lion broke out of his den, they ran and crouched 
in an unseemly hiding-place. They kntiw that they were despised, 
and took counsel how they might be avenged. They parted from 
their fatber-iu-law with many signs of love, and set forth on a 
journey' with Dofia Elvira and Doha Sol. In a solitary place the 
bridegrooms seized their brides, stripped them, scourged them, and 
departed, leaving them for dead. But one of tlie house of Bivar, 
suspecting foul play, had followed the travellers in disguise. The 
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ladles were brought back safe to the liouse of their father. Com- 
plalut was made to the king. It was adjudged by the Cortes that 
the dower given by the Cid should be returned, and that the heirs 
of Carrion together with one of their kindred should do battle 
against three knights of the party of the Cid. The guilty youths 
would have declined the combat ; but all their 'shifts were vain. 
They ^/e^e vanquished in the lists, and forever disgraced, while 
their injured wives were sought in marriage by great princes. 

,Some Spanish writers have labored to show, by an examination 
of dates and circumstances, that this story is untrue. Such confu- 
tation was surely not needed ; for the narrative is on the face of it 
a romance. How it found its way into Mariana’s history is quite 
clear. He acknowledges liis obligations to the ancient chronicles ; 
and had doxibtless before him the “ (chronica del famoso Cavallero 
Cid Uuy Diez Campeador,” which had been printed as early as the 
year 1652. He little suspected that all the most striking passages 
in this chronicle were copied from a poem of the twelfth century, a 
poem of which the language and versification had long been obso- 
lete, but which glowed with no common portion of the fire of the 
Iliad. Yet such was the fact. More than a century and a half 
after the death of Mariana, this venerable ballad, of which one 
imperfect copy on parchment, four hundred years old, had been 
preserved at Bivar, was for the linst time printed. Tlien it was 
found that every interesting circumstance of the story of the heirs 
of Carrion was derived by the (doquent Jesuit from a song of which 
he had never heard, and which was composed by a minstrel whose 
very name had long been forgotten. 

Such, or nearly such, appears to have been the process by which 
the lost ballad-poetry of Rome was transformed into history. To 
reverse that process, to transform some portions of early Roman 
history back into the poetry out of which they were made, is the 
object of this work. 

In the following poems the author speaks, not in his owu per* 
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sonv but in ttie persons of ancient minstxels wln^ know only what a 
Roman citizen, born three or four hundred yeai-s before the Chris* 
tian era, may be supposed to have known, and who are in no wise 
above the passions and prejudices of their age and nation. To 
these imaginary poets must be ascribed some blunders which are 
so obvious that it is unnecessary to point, them out. The real 
blunder v<^ould have been to represent these old poets as deeply 
versed in general history, and studious of chroiu)logical accuracy. 
To them must also be attributed the illiberal sneers at tiie Greeks, 
the furious party -spirit, the contempt for the arts of peace, the 
love of war for its own sake, the ungenerous exultation over the 
vanquished, which the reader will sometimes observe. To portray 
a Roman of the ago of Camillus or Curius as superior to national 
antipathies, as mourning over the devastation and slaughter by 
which empire and triumphs were to be won, as looking on human 
suffering with the sympathy of Howard, or as treating conquered 
enemies with the d(*licacy of the, Black Prince, would be to violate 
all dramatic propriety. The old Romans had some great virtues, 
fortitude, temperance, veracity, spirit to resist oppression, respect 
for legitimate authority, fidelity in the observing of contracts, dis- 
interestedness, ardent patriotism ; but Cln-istiau charity and chival- 
rous generosity wore alike unknown to them. 

It would have beem obviously imj^roper to mimic the matmer of 
any particular age or country. Something lias been borrowed, 
howawer, from our own old ballad.s, and more from Sir Walter 
Scott, the great restorer of our ballad-poetry. To the Iliad still 
greater obligations are due ; and thosti obligations have been con- 
tracted with the less hesitation, because there is reason to believe 
that some of the old Latin minstrels rtially liad recourse to that 
inexhaustible store of poetical iinag<‘R. 

It wotild have been easy to swell this little volume to a very con- 
siderable bulk, by appending notes filled with quotations ; lait to 
a learned reader such notes are not necessary ; for an unlearned 
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reiuier they would have little interest ; and the judgment passed 
both by the learned and by the unlearned on a work of the Imagi- 
nation will always depend much more on the general character and 
spirit of such a work than on minute details. 

T. B. MACAULAY. 

PEEFACE TO HORATIUS 

There can b« little doubt that among those parts of early 
Roman history which had a i)oetical origin was the legend of 
Horatius Codes. We have several versions of the story, and these 
versions differ from each other in points of no small importance. 
Polybius, there is reason to believe, heard the tale recited over 
the remains of some Consul or Prtetor descended from the old 
Horatian patricians ; for he introduces it as a specimen of the 
narratives "with which the Romans were in tlic habit of embellishing 
their funeral oratory. It is remarkable tliat, according to him, 
Horatius defended the bridge alone, and perished in tlie waters. 
According to the chronicles whicli Livy and Dionysius followed, 
Horatius had two companions, swam safe to shore, and was loaded 
with honors and rewards. 

These discrepancies are easily explained. Our own literature, 
indeed, will furnish an exact parallel to what may have taken place 
at Rome. It is highly probable that the memory of the war of 
Porsena was preserved by compositions much resembling the two 
ballads wlucii stand first in the Helics of Ancient English Poetry. 
In both those ballads the English, commanded by the Percy, fight 
with the Scots, commanded by the Douglas. Ip one t)f the ballads 
the Douglas is killed by a nameless English archer, and the Percy 
by a Scottish spearman : in the other, the Percy slays the Douglas 
in a single combat and is himself made prisoner. In the former, 
Sir Hugh Montgomery is shot through the heart by a Northumbrian 
bowman s in the latter, ha is taken and exchanged for the Percy. 
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Yet both the ballads relate to the same event, and t^jiat an event 
which probably took place within the memory of persons who were 
alive when both the ballads were ma le. One of the minstrels 
says: 

“ Old that knowen the gi’oiiude well yeuoiighe 
(;all it the battoH of Otterbnrii: 

At Otterburn began this spume 
Unon a moniiyn day. 

Ther was tho douggbte Dogias slean : 

The Perse never went away.” 

The other poet sums up the event in the following lines : 

s frayo hygaii at Otterborno 
liyiweno tbe iiyghte and the day: 

Ther the Dowglas lost his lyfo, 

And the Percy was lede away.” 

It is by no means unlikely tlsat there were two old Roman lays 
about the defence of the bridge ; and that while the story which 
Livy has transmitted to us wjis preferred by the miiUitude, the 
other, which ascribed the whoh; glory to Iloratius alone, may have 
been the favorite with the Iloratian house. 

The following ballad is supposed to have been made about a 
hundred and twenty years after tho war which it celebrates, and 
just before the taking of Rome by the (iauls. The author seems 
to have iHori an honest citizen, proud of the military glory of his 
country, sick of the disputes of factions, and much given to pining 
after good old times which had never really existed. 'Ibe allusion, 
however, to the partial manner in which the public lands were 
allotted could proceed only from a plebeian ; and tho allusion to 
tbe fraudulent sale of spoils marks the date of tho poem, and 
ahowR that the poet shared in the general discontent with which the 
pnxjcedings of ramillus, after the taking of Veil, were regarded. 

The penultimate syllable of the name Porsena has been short- 
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fetied In spite of the authority of Niebuhr, who pronounces, without 
assigning any ground for his opinion, that Martial was guilty of a 
decided blunder in the line, 

“ Hanc spectare manum Porsena non potuit/* 

It is not easy to understand how any modern scholar, whatever 
his attainments may be, — and those of Niebuhr were undoubtedly 
immense, — can venture to pronounce that Martial did not know 
the quantity ot a word wiiich lie must Iiave uttered aiid beard 
uttered a hundred times before lie left school. Niebuhr seems also 
to have forgotten that Martial has fellow-culprits to keep him in 
countenance. Horace has committed the same decided blunder; 
for he gives us, as a pure iambic line, 

Minacis aut Etrusca Porsenai maims.’' 

Silius Italicus has repeatedly offended in the same way, as when 
he says, 

** Cernitur effiigiens ardeniem Porsena doxtram ; ” 
and again, 

‘^Clusimim vulgus, cum, Porsena magne, jubebas.” 

A modern writer may be content to err in such company. 

Niebuhr’s supposition that each of the three defenders of the 
bridge was the representative of one of the three patrician tribee is 
both ingenious and probable, and has been adopted in the following 
poem. 

T. B.. MACAULAY. - 
HORATIUS (Pages 1-25) 

3. Lars Porsena was king of Clusium, an Etruscan town. The 
expedition described in this poem was for the purpose of restor- 
ing to the throne of Rome the banished Tarquin the Proud, 



riUwa 1-3]' 


aosAnm 


m 


Clttsitim, ion Uie jjite of the modern ChW^ A city of Tu» 
cany, near the western shore of Italy. 

2. The Wine Gods of the Ktruscaiip were Juno, Minerva, and 
Tinia, Vulcan, Miirs, and Saturn, Hercules, Lummanus, and 
Vedius. — Bhbwer. 

4. 'I'he Tarquins, lonj^ kings at Home, had been expelled for 
their tyranny. 

14. Etruscan. The inhabitants of ancient Etruria, whose boun- 
daries were nearly the same as those of modern Tuscany, were 
called Etrurians or JEtruscana. 

26. Volaterrae. A powerful city of hltriiria, built on a lofty hill 
about eighte en hundrf^d feet abov3 the level of the sea, and pus- 
8e.ssing ext' usive territory ; hence Macaulay’s epithet “lordly.” 

80. Populonia. A seaport city of Etiuria, under the (loiniuion 
of Volalerrie. 

32. The island of Sardinia is distant about one hundred and 
thirty miles from the coast of 'J’nscany. 

84. Pisae, or Pisa. A city of Etruria. Tlie site of the modern 
Pisa, in which scarcely a tra(*e of the ancient city is to be found, 
is on the river Sercliio, nc^ar the M(‘diterranean coast. 

36. Massilia. An ancient Gallic city (on the site of the present 
Mar8eille.s) and long an ally of Home. 

88. Clanis, now Chiano (compare the change of name with that 
of Clusiurn to Chiusi). A river of Etruria. 

40. Cortona. Of the same name and site as the modern 
city. 

.43. Auser. Now the Sercliio. See note on line 34. 

46, Ciminian hill. A range of mountains in Etruria, now Monte 
Cimino. 

46. Clitumnus. A tributary of the river Tiber ^now Clitumno) 
in Umbria, east of Tuscany. 

49« Volainian mere. Now Lake Bolsena, in the province of 
Bo||Qe. 
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68. Arretium. A city of Etruria, now Arezzo, at the foot of the 
Apennines. 

60. ITmhro* A river of Etruria, now the Ombrone. 

01. In allusion to the washirig of the sheep before shearing. 

02. Luna. An Etruscan town, now Luiii. 

08-61. In allusion to the treading out of the juice of the grapes 
in the wine-press. 

72. The early writing of the Greeks, learned from the Vhcnni- 
cians, or some fither Semitic source, was at first from right to left, 
then from right to left and back again, or “plough-wise,” and 
finally from left to right. 

80. Nursia. A city of tlie Sabines, now Norcia, in the province 
of Umbria. 

80. Sutrium. An Etruscan city, the Tiiodc'rn Sutri. 

00. Tusculum was a lofty fortified town about teii miles south- 
east of the city of Home, near the present Frascat i. 

Mamilius had nuirried the daughter of Tarquin the Frond. 

97. Latian. Jjatiiim, the country of the Latians, or J^atins. 
Though its boundaries varied at dithuvnt times, it included in gen- 
eral the western part of Italy b(‘tween Etruria and Camx)ania, 

122, The Tarpeian rock. A part of the Capitoline Hill in Rome 
was so called from tlie k*gen<i tliat Tarpeia, daughter of Spurius 
Tarpeiiis, tempted by the golden bracelets of the Sabines, agreed 
to open a gate of the fortress for tlmm, and that, having entered, 
they cast their shields upon her and cruslied Jhu- to death. 

183. Crustumerium. A Sabine town. 

184, Ostia. The harbor t)f Rome, sixteen miles from that city, 
and at the mouth of the 'Piber. 

188. Janiculum. “Aliens Marcius built a fortress on the 
Janiculus, a hill on the other side of the Tiber, as a protection 
against the Etruscans, and connected it with the city by means of 
the Rons Sublicius.” — Smith’s Classical Dictionary. Tliis Sub- 
lician bridge is supposed to be that of the present story. 
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1S6. t^sicumo Was the original name of iLe first Tarquin. It is 
here used to denote an Ktniscan Patriciaru 

192. Thrasymene. A lake in Ef luria, near Clusium, now called 
Perugia. 

ItH). Sextus. One of the Tarquins, who violated the honor of 
Lucrethi, the wife of his kinsman, Collatiims. She siiminoned her 
husband and father, told them the story of Iv r wrongs, and then 
plunged a knife into her heart. This crime oL Sextus caused the 
downfall and banishment of the Tarquins. See page lines 209- 
228. 

242, 246, Ramnian and Titian appear to be family or clan 
designations. 

2r>;l if. . 'rhese lines give the point of view of the supposed bal- 
ladist. See Macaulay’s preface above. 

2(>7. The Tribunes were the officers elected from the common 
pe(3ple to preserve their rights against the encroachments of the 
nobles. 

268. The Fathers were the Patres^ or Patricii^ those of noble 
rank. 

277. The Commons were the pZcba, or common people, as dis- 
tinguished from the nobles, or patricians. 

301. Tifernum was a town of Umbria, near the source of the 
Tiber. 

804, Ilva (now Elba). A small island off the coast of Italy, near 
Populonia (see note on line 30). It was famous for its iron mines. 

309. Nequinum. A tx)wn in Umbria, on the bank of the river 
Nar (line 810). Its name was later changed to Narnia, and is now 
Narni, 

819. Falerii. An Etruscan town near Mount Soracte. 

821. tTrgo. Also known as Gorgon, and now as Gorgona, an 
island north of Ilva or Elba. See note, line .*104. 

82.8. Volsinium. An ancient Etruscan city (now Bolsena), on 
rile VolBinian lake. 

N 
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326. Cosa. An Etruscan city, near the coast, now Ansedonia. 

837, Campania. A province of Italy, soutlfeast of Latium, and 
bordering on the coast. 

360. In allusion to the story that Romulus and Remus, the 
founders of Rome, were suckled by a wolf. 

334. Alvernus. See note on Lamrnia or Alvernui, p. 210,- 

488. Palatinus. The first of the “ seven hills of Home.” 

546. One form of the legend has it, that he received as much 
land as he could encircle with the plough in a day. Cf. the story 
in Virgil, Book I. 

550. Comitium. The place of public legislative assembly ; the 
Forum. 

572. Algidus. A wooded range of mountains in Latium. 


PREFACE TO THE BATTLE OP THE LAKE REGILLUS 

Thk following poem is supposed to have been produced about 
ninety years after the lay of Horatiiis. Some persons mentioned 
In the lay of Horatius make their appearance again, and Home appel- 
lations and epithets used in the lay of Horathis have been purposely 
repeated : for, in an age of ballad-poetry, it scarcely ever fails to 
happen, that certain phrases come to be appropriated to ceitain 
men and things, and are regularly api)lie(l to those men and things 
by every minstrel. Thus we find both things in the Homeric poems 
and in Hesiod, 'llpaKXrjclij'' T€piK\&ro9 'Afji(piyu'^€ift, Stdfcrop&s 
* Apyn<pSvTr{i^ hrrdTrvXos *EX^»'77S 'i^uk6/j.oc3 . Thus, too, iu 

our own national songs, Douglas is almost always the doughty 
Douglas : England is merry England : all the gold is red ; and all 
the ladies ai*e gay. 

The principal distinction between the lay of Horatius and the 
luy of the Lake Regillus is that the former, is meant to he purely 
Roman, while the latter, though national in its general spirit, has 
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a slight tincture of Greek learning and of Greek superstiiioin Tke 
story of the Tarqnins, as it iias come down to us, appears to nave 
been compiled from the works of several popular poets ; and one, at 
least, of those poe's apj>BarK to have visited tlie Greek colonies in 
Ital)', if not Greece itself, and to have had some acquaintance with 
the Wprks of Homer and llerotlolas. Many of the most striking 
adventures of the house of Tarquiii, before laicretia makes her 
appearance have a Greek character. The Tarquins themselves are 
represented as Corinthian nobles of tiie great house of the Bac- 
chiadae, driven from their country by the tyranny of that Cypselus, 
the tale of wliose strange escape Henniotus has related wit h incom- 
parable simplicity and liveliness. Livy and Dionysius tell us that 
when Tar<]nhi the Proud was asked what was the best mode of 
governing a lionquered city, ha replied only by beating down with 
his stall all the tallest poppies in Ids garden. 'I'lds is exactly what 
Herodotus, in the pasvsage to which reference has already been 
made, relates of the counsel given to Periander, the son of Cypselus., 
The stratagejii by which the town of Gabii is brought under tlie 
power of the Tanjuins is, again, obviously coj)ied from Herodotus. 
The embassy of tln^ young 'Farquins to the oracle at Delphi is just 
such a story as would be told by a i)oet whose liead was full of the 
Greek mythology : and the ambiguous ariswiir returned by Apollo 
is in the exact style of the prophecies which, according to Herodotus, 
lured Croesus to destruction. Then the cliaracter of the narrative 
changes. From the first mention of Lucretia to the retreat of Por- 
sena nothing seems to be borrowed from foreign sources. The 
villany of Sextus, the .saici<le of his victim, the revolution, the 
death of the sons of Brutus, the defence of the bridge, Mucius 
burning his hand, Cloelia swimming through the Tiber, seem to be 
all strictly Roman. But when we have done with the i'uscan war, 
and enter upon the war with tlie Latim^s, we are again struck by 
the Greek air of the story. The Battle of tlie Lake Hegilhts is in 
all respects a Homeric battle, except that the combatants ride 
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astride on their horses, instead of driving chariots. The ni^ of 
fighting men is hardly mentioned. The leaders single each otWr 
out, and engage hand lo l»iiad. The great object of the warriors on 
both sides is, as in the Iliad, to obtain possession of the spoils and 
bodies of the slain ; and several circumstances are related wli^ch 
forcibly remind us of tlie great slaughter round the corpses\of 
Sarpedon and Patroclus. 

But there is one circumstance which deserves especial hotice. 
Both the war of Troy and the war of Hegillus were caused by the 
licentious passions of 3'oung princes, who were therefore pecul- 
iarly proud not to be sparing of their own persons in the day of 
battle. Now the conduct of Sextus at Regilhis, as described by 
Livy, so exactly resembles that of Paris, as described at the Ix^gin- 
ning of the third book of the Iliad, that it is difficult to bc.lieve the 
resemblance accidental. Paris appears before the Trojan ranks, 
defying the bravest Greek to encounter him : 


Tpuxrii/ fikv irpofjidxi^ev ’AAe'favSpos 

irpoKa\i^eTO irdi'Tag dpLcrTOvt^ 

avTifiiov /naxcaao-eai etf ati/jj 

Livy introduces Sextus in a similar manm^r: “ Feroccm jnveniira 
Tarquiiiiiim, osteutantein se in prima exsuluin acie.” Menelaus 
rushes to nietd, I'aris. A Homan noble, eager for vengeance, spurs 
his horse towards Sextus. Both the guilty princes are instantly 
terror-stricken : 


To*' 6’w s o<Ji' €v6yf<rev ’AAe^avfipo? 
ev irpoixdxottrt i^ayevTa, KarenXijyr) ^rop’ 

aif/ 6’ erdpuiV cts effpoi ixd^ero Krjp* aAceu'wi^, 

“ Tarquinius,” says Livy, “retro in agmen suorum infenso 
cessit hosti.” If this be a fortuitous coincidence, it is one of the 
most extraordinary in literature. 

In the following poem, therefore, images and incidents have 
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been borrowed, not merely without scruple, bat on principle, from 
the incomparable battle-pieces of Horner. 

I'lie popular belief at K<^me, from an oarly period, seems to have 
been that thw event of the great day of Regilliis was decided by 
supcriKiiurai agency. Castor and Pollux, it was said, had fought, 
armed uiid mounted, at the head of the legions of the common- 
wealth, and had afterwards carried the news id’ the victory with 
incredible speed to the city. The well in th("y Porum at which they 
had alighted was pointed out. Near the well rose thtnr ancient 
temple. A great festival was ke])t to their honor on the Ides of 
Quintilis. supposed to be the anniversary of the battle ; and on 
that day sumptuous sacrifice's were offered to them at the public 
charge. Cae spot on the margin of Lake Kegilliis was regarded 
daring many ages with superstitious awe. A mark, r(‘sembling in 
shape a horse’s hoof, was discernible in the volcanic rock; and 
this mark was believed to have been made by one of the celestial 
charg(‘rs. 

How the legend originated cannot now be ascertained ; but we 
may easily imagine several ways in which it might have origin{|.ted ; 
nor is it at all necessary to sup])ose, wdth Julius Pronliuus, that 
two young men were dressed up by the Dictator to })ersoiiaU) the 
sons of Leda. It is probable that Livy is correct when he says 
that the Roman general, in the hour of peril, vowt^l a temple to 
Castor. If so, nothing could be more natural than that the multi- 
tude should ascribe the victory to the favor of the d'win Gods, 
When such wjis the prevailing sentiment, any man who chose to 
declare that, in the midst of the confusion and slaughter, he had 
seen two godlike forms on white horses scattering the Latines, 
would find ready credence. We know, indeed, that, in modern 
times, a very similar story actually found credence among a people 
much more civilized than the Romans of the fiftli century befoJre 
Christ. A chaplain of Cortes, writing about thirty years after the 
conquest of Mexico, in an age of printing presses, libraries, uni^ 
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Tersities, scholars, logicians, jurists and statesmen, had the face to 
assert that, in one engagement against the Indians, Saint .Tames had 
appeared on a gray horse at the head of the Castilian adventurers. 
Many of those adventurers were living when this lie was printed. 
One of them, honest Keriial Diaz, wrote an account of the expedi- 
tion. He had the evidence of his own senses against the legend ; 
but he seems to have distrusted even the evidence of his own 
senses. He says Unit he was in the battle, and that he saw a gray 
horse with a inaipon his back, but that the man was, to his think- 
ing, Francesco de Morla, and not the ever-blessed apostle, Saint 
James. Nevertheless,” Bernal adds, it may be that the person 
on the gray horse was the glorious apostle Saint James, and that 
I, sinner that I am, was unworthy to see him.” The Homans of 
the age of Cinc.innalns were x>robably quite as credulous as the 
Spanish subjects of Charles the Fifth. It is therefore conceivable 
that the appearance of Castor and Pollux may have become an 
article of Faith before the generation which had fought at 
HegUlus had passed away. Nor could anything be more natural 
than that the poets of the next age should embellish this story, 
and make the celestial horsemen beaf* the tidings of victory to 
Home. 

Many years after the temple cf the Twin Gods had been built in 
the Forum, an important addition was made to the ceremonial by 
which the state annually test ified its gratitude for their protection. 
Quintus Fabius and Cuplius Decius were elected Censors at a 
momentous crisis. It had become absolutely necessary that the 
classification of the citizens shouhi be revised. On that classifica- 
tion depended the distribution of political power. Party spirit ran 
high ; and the republic seemed to be in danger of falling under the 
dominion either of a narrow oligarchy or of an ignorant and head- 
strong rabble. Under such circumstances, the most illustrious 
patrician and most illustrious plebeian of the age were intrusted 
with tbe office of arbitrating between the angry tactions ; and they 
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performed their arduous task to the i^tisfaction of all hou6st 
and reasonable men. 

One of their reforms was a remodelling of the equestrian order; 
and, having effected tliis reform, they deterrniaed to give to their 
work a sanction derived from religion. In the chivalrous societies 
of modern times, which have much more than may at first sight 
appear in cormmm with t he equestrian order of Rome, it has been 
usual to in.oke the special protection of some Saint, and to observe 
his day witli peculiar solemnity. Thus the Companions of the 
Gaiter wear the image of Saint George depending from their col- 
lars, and meet, on great occasions, in Saint George’s CliapeL 
Thus, wlnai Lewis the. Fourteenth instituted a new order of chiv- 
alry for the rewarding of military merit, he commended it to the 
favor of his own glorified ancestor and patron, and decreed that all 
the members of the fraternity should meet at the royal palace on 
the feast of Saint. Lewis, should attend tlio king to chapel, should 
hear ma.ss, and should subsequently hold their great antiual assem- 
bly. There is a considerable resemblanc(‘ between this rule of the 
order of Saint Lewis and the rule which Fabius and Decdus made 
respecting the Roman knights. It was orda,ined tliat a grand 
muster and in.spection of the equestrian body should be. part of the 
ceremonial performed on the anniversary of the battle of Uegillus, 
in honor of Castor and l^ollux, the two equestrian (iods. All the 
knights, clad in purple and crowned with olive, were to meet at a 
temple of Mars in the suburbs. Thence they were to ride in state 
to the Forum, where the temple of the Twins stood. This pageant 
was, during several centuries, considered as one of the most splen- 
did sights of Rome. In the time of Dionysius, the cavalcade some- 
times consisted of five thousand horsemen, all persons of fair repute 
and easy fortune. 

There can be no doubt that the Censors who instituted this 
august ceremony acted in concert with the Pontifs to whom, by the 
constitution of Borne, the superintendence of the public worship 
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■Wonged ; and it is pfobable that those high religious functionaifies 
were, as usual, fortunate enough to find in their books or traditions 
some warrant for tlie innovation. 

The following poem is supposed to have been made for this great 
occasion. Songs, we know, were chanted at the religious festivals 
of Borne from an early period, indeed from so early a period tliat 
some of the sacred verses were popularly ascribed to JSurna, and 
were utterly unintelligible in the age of Augustus. In the Second 
Punic War a great feast was held in honor of Juno, and a song 
was sung in her praise. This song was extant when Livy wrote ; 
and, though exceedingly rugged and uncouth, seemed to him not 
wholly destitute of merit. A song, as we learn from Horace, was 
part of the established ritual at the great Secular Jubilee. It is 
therefore likely that the Censors and Pontiffs, when they had re- 
solved to add a grand i)rocession of knights to the other solemnities 
annually perf brined on the Ides of Quintilis, would call in the aid 
of a poet. Such a poet would naturally take for his subject the 
battle of Kegilliis, the appearance of the Twin Cods, and the insti- 
tution of their festival. He would find abundant materials in the 
ballads of his predecessors ; and lie would make free use of the 
scanty stock of (Jreek learning wliich he had liirnself acquired. 
He would probably i7itroduce some wise and holy Pontiff enjoy- 
ing the magnificent ceremonial which, after a long interval, had at 
length been adopted. H the poem succeeded, many ixTsons would 
commit it to memory. Parts of it would be sung to the pipe at 
banquets. It would be peculiarly interesting to the great Posthu- 
mian House, which numbered among its many imag(*s that of the 
Dictator Aulus, the hero of Hegillus. 'Fhe orator who, in the follow- 
ing generation, pronounced the funeral panegyric over the remains 
of Lucius Postlmmius Megcdlus, thrice Consul, would borrow largely 
from the lay ; and thus some passages, much disfigured, would 
probably find their way into the chronicles which w^ere afterwards 
in the hands of Dionysius and Livy. 
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Antiqtmyies dtter widely as to the situation of the field of bustle. 
The opinion of those who suppose that the armies met nearCorniii 
felle, between Frascati and the Monte Porzio, is at least plausible, 
and has been followed in the poem. 

As to the details of the battle, it has not been thought desirable 
to adhere minutely to the accounts which have come down to'tie. 
Those accounts, indeed, differ widely from each other, and, in all 
probability, differ as widely from the ancient poem from which 
they were originally derived. 

It is unnecessary" to j)oint out the obvious imitations of the Iliad, 
which have been purposely introduced, 

T. B. MACAULAY. 

THE BATTLE OF THE LAKE REGILLUS (Pages 26-63) 

1. Regillus is a lake in the province of Latium. The battle de- 
scribed in this poem was fought in 498 b.c. 

2. The lictors were the guards w^ho attended the magistrates. 

13. Yellow River. 1'he Tiber. 

14. Sacred Hill. Afow.v Sacn\ beyond the Anio, a hill on which 
stood the tiunple of Jupiter. 

15. Ides of Quintilis. The fifteenth of July. 

17. Martian Kalends. The first of March. 

18. December's Nones. The fifth day of December. 

21. Twin Brethren. Castor, son of Leda and Tyndartis. and 
Pollux, soji of ijoda and Jupiter. 

25. Parthenius. A uior.itain on the frontiers of Argolis and 
Arcadia. 

27. Cirrha. A town in Phocis, near the oracle of Delphi. 

Adria. The Adriatic Sea. 

42. Come. Corniculum, a town of Latium, near Lake Regillus, 
• 63. Thirty Cities. The confederation of the thirty Latin cities. 

84. Posthumian race. An ancient patrician family of Rome. 
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86. Gabii A town of Xiatinm, between Eome and Prseneste, 
md a stronghold of the Tarquins. 

116# Fathers of the City. The Senate of Rome. Called also 
Conscript Fathers (line 119). 

126. Camerium. An ancient town of Latium, conquered bv 
Tarquiniua Priscus. 

1B2. Axes. These were the symbols of office of the lictors. See 
hote on line 2. 

366. Setia. ^ ancient town of Latium, famous for its wine. 
Its modern name is ezze. 

166; Norba (now Norma). A strongly fortified town In Latium 
belonging to the Volscians. 

169. Witch’s Fortress. Circeii on a promontory in the south of 
Latium, named after the enchantress Circe. — Webb. 

172. Aticia (now Riccia), An ancient town of Latium, on the 
Appian way, sixteen miles from Rome. 

174. ghastly priest. The priest of the temple of Diana at 
Aricia was always a runaway slave who had killed his predecessor 
in single combat. Ibe worship of Diana here was also attended 
with barbarous customs. 

177, Ufens (now Uffeiite). A river in Latium, 

183. Cora. An ancient town of Latium in the Volscian 
mounmins. 

185, Laurentian jungle. An ancient town of i^atium, near 
Lavinlum, whose marshes were famous for their w.m boars. 

187. Anio. A tributary of the "libbr, now L’Aniene or 
Teverone. 

190. Velitrae. An ancient Volscian town in Latium. 

205. Lavinium. See note above, line 185. Laviniuin and Lau- 
rentum later became one city. 

228, According to the legend, Sextus had found Lucretia among 
her women spinning. See note on Horatim^ line 199. 

288, Xibur (now Tivoli), An ancient town of Latium sixteen 
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miles northeast of Home, on the Anio. Peclui.ii. An ancient town 
of Latiam. 

235. Ferentinum. ' Another ancient town of Latium, now 
Ferentino. 

287. Volscian. The Volscians were an ancient tribe of Latiam, 
long eac 'aies of the Romans, but conquered in 338 n.c. 

250. Apulian. Apulia was, in general, tiie southeast of Italy. 

263. Pomptlne. i'he Pontim; marshes, as they are now called, 
are an extensive tract of marshy land on the western coast of Italy. 

278. Digentian. Digeatia was a small, clear stream in I atium. 
It flowed through the Sabine farm of the poet Horace. 

280. Bandusia. 'i'he name of a spring celebrated in Horace’s 
Odes, UI, 13. 

288. Fidenae. An ancient town of the Sabines five miles from 
Rome. 

202-300. See Macaulay’s Preface, above. 

362. The Velian hill was near the Forum in Rome. 

480. Aufidus to Po. Aufidus (now Ofanto), a rher rising In 
the Apennines and flowing into the Adriatic Sea. The Po emp- 
ties into the sa.n 0 sea about one hundred and fifty miles farther 
north. 

603. Samothracia. A small island in the .rTCgean Sea, now 
Samothraki. 

604 . Cyrene (now Glirennan). An ancient city of North Africa, 
famous for its extensive ruins, 

606. Xarentum. The modern Taranto. 

623. hearth of Vesta. VeJta was the goddess of the hearth, or 
home. Her temple stood in the Forum. In this temple the sacred 
Vestal fire was kept burning, tended by the Vestal virgins. 

624. Golden Shield. Ancile, a sacred shield, said to have fallen 
from heaven in the reign of Numa. Upon its preservation depended 
the safety of Rome. It was kept under guard in the temple of 
Vesta. 
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660. ItfaiitiTlum. A city of Latium near Rome. 

661. Momentum. A Latin and later a Sabine town near Rome. 

673. Arpinum. A Latian town, now Arpino. 

676. Anxur. An ancient Latian town on the Appian way, fifty- 
ei^t miles southeast of Rome. It is now called Terracina. 

695. the Twelve. Tlje twelve priests appointed to guard the 
Golden Shield and the eleven duplicates of it, which had been made 
to defeat any attempt to steal it. Legend said that the safety of 
Rome depended 4 ^ipoii the preservation of this shield. 

699. colleges. The word coIUge (Latin, collegium) signified a 
body of men in an organization devoted to a common purpose. 
Here it indicates a body of priests. 

7iJl. Asylum. In both Greece and Romo many temples and 
sacred places possessed the right of shielding slaves, debtors, or 
criminals who fled to them for refuge. Here Rome itself is re- 
ferred to as the As^'ium. 


PREFACE TO VIRGINIA 

A COLLECTION Consisting exclusively of war-songs would give an 
imperfect, or rather an erroneous, notion of the spirit of the old 
Latin ballads. The Patricians, during more than a century after 
the expulsion of the Kings, held all the high military commandst' 
A Plebeian, even though, like Lucius Siccius, he were distinguished 
by his valor and knowledge of war, could serve only in subordinate 
posts. A minstrel, therefore, who‘ wished to celebrate the early 
triumphs of his countiy, could hardly take any but Patricians for 
his heroes. The warriors who are mentioned in the two preceding 
lays, HoratiUs, Lartius, Ilermimus, Aulus Posthumius, ^Ebutius 
Elva, Sempronius Atratinus, Valerius Poplicola, were all members 
of the dominant order ; and a poet who was singing their praises, 
whatever his own political opinions might be, would naturally ah- 
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Btaln from insulting the class to which they belonged, and from 
reflecting on the system which had placed such men at the head oi 
the legions of the commonwealth. 

But there was a class of compositions in which the great families 
were by no means so courteously treated. No parts of early 
Roman history are richer with poetical coloring than those which 
relate to the long contest between the privileged houses and the 
commonalty. The population of Rome was, from a very early 
period, divided into hereditary castes, which, indeed, readily united 
to repel foreign enemies, but which regarded each other, during 
many year's, with bitter animosity. Between those castes there 
was a barricT hai'dly less strong than that which, at A^'enice, parted 
the members of the Great Council from their countrymen. In some 
i*e8pect-s, indeed, the line which separated an 3 oil ins or a Duilius 
from a I’osthumius or a Fabius was even more d(^ply marked than 
that which separated the rower of a gondola from a ConUirini or a 
Morosiiii. At Venice the distinction was merely civil. At Rome 
it was both civil and religious. Among the grievances under which 
the Plebeians suffered, three were felt as peculiarly severe. Tliey 
were excluded from the highest magistracies ; they were excluded 
from all share in the public lands ; and they were ground down to 
the dust by i)artial and barbarous legislation touching pecuniary 
contracts. I'lie ruling class in Rome was a moneyed class ; anti it 
made and administered the laws with a view solely to its own in- 
terest. Thus the relation between lender and borrower was mixed 
up with the relation betwt?en sovereign and subject. The great itmn 
held a large portion of the community in dependence by means of 
advances at enormous usury. The law of debt, framed by cred- 
itors, and for the protection of creditors, was the most horrible that . 
has ever been known among men. The liberty, and even the life, 
of the insolvent were at the mercy of the Patrician money-lenders. 
Children often became slaves in consequence of the misfortunes 
their parents. The debtor was imprisoned, not in a public jaily 
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tmder the care of impartial public functionaries, but in a private 
workhouse belonging to the creditor. Frightful stories were told 
respecting these dungeons. It was said that tbrture and brutal 
violation were common ; that tight stocks, heavy chains, scanty 
measures of food, were used to punish wretches guilty of nothing 
but poverty ; and that brave soldiers, whose breasts were covered 
with honorable scars, were often marked still more deeply on the 
back by the scourges of high-born usurers. 

The Plebeians ^ere, however, not wholly without constitutional 
rights. From an early period they had been admitted to some 
share of political i^ower. They were enrolled each in his century, 
and were allowed a share, considerable, though not proportioned 
to their numerical strength, in the disposal of those high dignities 
from which they were themselves excluded. Thus their position 
bore some resemblance io that of the Irish Catholics during the 
interval between the year 1792 and the year 1820. The Plebeians 
had also the privilege of annually appointing officers, named Trib- 
unes, who hiul no active share in the government of the common- 
wealth, but who, by degrees, acquired a power formidable even to 
the ablest and most rescOutc Consuls and Dictators. The person 
of the 'rribune was inviolable ; and, though he could directly effect 
little, be could obstruct everything. 

During more than a century after the institution of tlie Tribune- 
ship, the Commons struggled manfully for the removal of the 
grievances under which tliey labored , and, in spite of many checks 
and reverses, succeeded in wiinging conc(*Srtion after concession 
from the stubborn aristocracy. At length, in the year of the city 
878, both paities mustered their whole strength for their last and 
most desperate conflict, l^he popular and active Tribune, Caius 
Iiicinius, proposed the three memorable laws which are called by 
bis name, and whitdi were intended to redreas the tlirce great evils 
of which the Iflebcians complained. He was supported, with 
eminent ability and firmness, by his colleague, Lucius Sextius, 
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The struggle appears to have been the fier< vSt tliat ever, ia any 
community, terminated without an appeal to arms. If such a 
contest had raged in any Greek city, the streets would have run 
with blood. But, even in the paroxysms of faction, the Roman 
retained his gravity, his respect for law, and his tenderness for the 
lives of his fellow-citizens. Year after year Licinius and Sextius 
were re-elected Tribunes. Year after year, if the narrative which 
has come uown to us is to be trusted, they continued to exert, to 
the full exttjnt, their power of stopping the whole machine of gov- 
ernment. No curule magistrates could be chosen ; no nnlitary 
muster could be held. We know too little of the state of Rome 
in tliose days to bv able to conjtjcture bow, during that long 
anarchy, the peace was kept, and ordinary justice administered 
between man and man. Tlie animosity of both parties rose to the 
greatest height. The excitement, we may well 8upi)ose, would have 
been peculiarly intense at the annual election of Tribunes. On 
such ocu asions there can be lililo doubt that the great families did 
all that could be doue, by threats and caresses, to break the union 
of the Plebeians. That imion, however, proved indissoluble. At 
length the good cause triumphed. The Liciniau laws were carried, 
Lucius Scxiius vras the first riebeian Consul, Caius Licinius the 
third. 

The results of this great change were singularly happy and 
glorious. Two centuries of prosperity, harmony, and victory fol- 
lowed the reconciliation of the oi'dcrs. Men who remembei^ 
Rome engaged i)i waging petty wars almost within sight of th© 
Capitol, lived to see her the mistres.s of Italy. While the disabilities 
of the Plebeians continued, slie was scarcely able to maintain her 
ground against the Volscians and Hernicans. AYhen those dis- 
abilities were removed, she rapidly became more than a match fof 
Carthage and Macedon. 

During tlie great Licinlan 'contest the Plebeian poets were, 
doubtless, not silent. Even in modern times songs have been by 
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mo msmm witlioiit InflueBo© om public affairs ; and w© may 
pytp infer that, in a society where printing was unknown, and 
where bodrs were rare, a pathetic br humorous party-ballad must 
have produced effects such as we can but faintly conceive. It is 
certain that satirical poems were commou at R(jme from a very 
early period. The rustics, who lived at a distance from the seat 
of government, and took’ little part in the strife of factions, gave 
vent to their petty local animosities in coarse Fescennine verse. 
The lampoons of* the city were doubtless of a higher order ; and 
their sting was early felt by the nobility. For in the Twelve Tables, 
long befor<^ the time of the Liciiiian laws, a severe punishment was 
denounced against the citizen who should compose or recite verses 
redectiug on another. Satire is, indeed, the only sort of compo- 
sition in which the Latin poets, w'liose works have come down to 
us, were not mere imitat(n’s of foreign models ; and it is therefore 
the only sort of composition in which they have never been rivalled. 
It was not, like their tragedy, their comedy, tlieir epic and lyric 
poetry, a hot-house plant which, in return for assiduous and skilful 
culture, gave only scanty and sickly fruits. It was hardy and full 
of sap ; and in all the various juices wluch it yielded might be dis- 
tinguished the flavor of the Ausonian soil. “ Satire,” says Quinc- 
tilian, with just pride, “ is all our own.” Satire sprang, in truth, 
Batarally from the constitution of the Roman government, and 
from the spirit of the Roman people ; and, though at length sub- 
jected to metrical rules derived from Greece, retained to the last 
an ©ssentially Roman character. Lucilius was the earliest satirist 
whose works were held in esteem under the Ciesars. But many 
years before Lucilius was born Naevius bad been flung into a dun- 
geon, and guarded there with circumstances of unusual rigor, on 
account of the bitter lines iu which he had attacked the great 
CfficUian family. The genius and spirit of the Roman satirist sur- 
vived the liberty of their country,’ and were not extinguished by 
the cruel despotism of the Julian and Flavian Emperors* The 
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great poet *who told the story of I>omltian’s t;irbot» was the iegiti* 
mate eucoessor of those forgotten minstrels whose songs animated 
the factions of toe infant Republic. 

These nnustrels, as Niebulir has remarked, appear to have geUf* 
erally tak^n the popular side.’ We can hanily be mistaken in 
supposing that, at the great crisis of the civil conflict, they employed 
themselves in versifying all the most powerful aiid irulent speeches 
of the Tribunes, n nd in heaping abuse on the leadtu-s of the aristoc- 
racy. Every personal defect, ev(^ry domestic scandal, every tradi- 
tion dishonorable to a noble lioiise, would be sought out, brought 
into notice, and exaggerated. The illustrious head of the aristo- 
cvatical party, Marcus Furius C-ainillus. might perhaps be, in some 
measure, }.rotvcted by bis venerable ag<', and by the memory of his 
great services to the State. But Appius Claudius Crassus enjoyed 
no such immunity. He was descended from a long line of ance8toi*8 
di.stiugiiished by their liauglity demeanor, and by the inflexibility 
with wliieh they liad withstoi'd all the demands of the Plebeian 
order. \\'hile the political condu' t and the dejiorttmuit of the 
C^landinn Jiobles drew upon tliem the fiercest public hatred, they 
were accused of wanting, if any credit is diui to the early history of 
Rome, a class of qualities wliicli, in the military commonwealth, is 
sulTicient to cover a multitude of offences. The chiefs of the family 
aiipear to have been eioipKnit, versed in civil business, and learned 
after the fashion of their age ; but in war they were not distin- 
guished by skill or valor. Some of them, as if cous(;iou8 where 
their weakness lay, had, when filling the highest magistracies, taken 
internal administration as their department of public busmess, and 
left the military command to their colleagues. One of them bad 
been intmsted with an army, and had failed iguorninioiisly. None 
of them had been honored with a triumph. None of them bad 
achieved any martial exploit, such as those bj?^ which Lucius Quinc- 
tius Cincinnatus, Titus Quinctiua Oapitolinus, Aulus Cornelius 
Cossus, and, above nil, the great Camilius, bad extorted the reluo^ 
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taut esteem of the multitude. During the Licinian conflict, Appius 
Claudius Crassus signalized himself by the ability and severity with 
which he harangued against the two great agitators. He would 
naturally, therefore, be the favorite mark of tlie Plebeian satirists; 
nor would they have been at a loss -to find a point on whicb he was 
open to attack. 

His grandfather, called, like himself, Appius Claudius, bad left a 
name as much detested as that of Sextus Tarquinius. This elder 
Appius had beeit Consul more than seventy years before the intro- 
duction of the Licinian laws. By availing himself of a singular 
crisis in public feeling, he had obtained the consent of the ( om- 
mons to the abolition of the Tribuneship, and had been the chief of 
that Council of Ten to which the whole direction of the State had 
been committed. In a few months his administration had become 
universally odious. It had been swept away by an irresistible out- 
break of popular fury ; and its memory was still held in abhorrence 
by the whole city. The immediate cause of the downfall of this 
execrable government was said to have been an attempt made by 
Appius Claudius upon the chastity of a beautiful young girl ot 
humble birth. The story ran that the Decemvir, unable to succeed 
by bribes and solicitations, resorted to an outrageous act of tyranny. 
A vile dependant of the Claudian house laid claim to the damsel as 
his slave. The cause was brought before the tribunal of Appius. 
The wicked magistrate, in defiance of the clearest pioofs, gave 
judgment for the claimant. But the girl’s father, a brave soldier, 
saved her from servitude and dishonor by stabbing her to the heart 
in the sight of the whole Fomm. That blow was the signal for 
a general explosion. Camp and city rose at once ; the Ten were 
pulled down ; the Tribuneship was re-established ; and Appius 
escaped the hands of the executioner only by a voluntary death. 

It can hardly be doubted that a story so admirably adapted to 
the purposes both of the poet and of the demagogue would be 
eagerly seized upon by minstrels burning with hatred against the 
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Patriciail order, against the Clandian house, and especially against 
the grandson and namesake of the infamous Decemvir, 

In order that the reader may judge fairly of these fragments of 
the lay of Virginia, he must imagine himself a Plebeian who has 
just voted for the re-election of Sextius and Licinius, All the i>ower 
of the i atriciaiis has been exerted to throw out the two great cham- 
pions of the Commons* Every Postliumius, ^Eiuilius, and Cornelius 
has used his influence to the utmost,. Debtors have been let out of 
the workhouses on coudititm of voting against the men of the peo* 
pie ; clients have been ])Ostcd to liiss and interrupt the favorite 
candidates: Appius Claudius Crassus has spoken with more than 
his usual eloquence and asperity : all has been in vain : Licinius 
and Sextius have a fifth time carried all tluj tribes ; work is sus- 
pended : the bootlis arc closed : the Plebeians bear on their shoulders 
the two chanipioriH of liberty through the Forum. Just at this 
moment it is announced that a popular poet, a zealous adherent of 
the Tribunes, has made a new song, which will cut the Claudian 
nobles to the heart. The crowd gathers round him, and calls on 
him to recite it. He takes his stand on the spot where, according 
to tradition, Virginia, more than seventy years ago, was seized by 
the pandar of Appius, and he begins his story. 

T. B, MACAULAY. 

VIRGINIA (Pages 54-68) 

6. fountains running wine. The followers of Dionysus, the 
wine-god, are represented in the Bacchas of Euripides as striking the 
ground, whence issued fountains of milk and wine. — Wkbb. 

6. maids with snaky tresses. The liead of Medusa, and the 
neads of the Furies, sailors turned to swine. The aallora ol 
Ulysses were thus metamorphosed by Circe on her island in the 
Bay. See Homer’s Odyssey j Book X. 
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10. tlie wicked Ten. The ten magistrates {Decemviri) were 
appointed to draw up and administer the laws of Koine in 440 b.c. 
After a few years they usurped absolute power, until the deed of 
Appius Claudius, told in this poem, led to their expulsion. 

20. client. The clients were the dependants of distinguished 
men. For the details of this relation of patron and client see 
Smith’s Dictionary of Greek and Bomau Antiquities. 

24. Licinius. Cains Licinius Calvus, who served as Tribune of 
the people from ^76 to 8G7 b.c., and wlio, with his colleague, 
Lucius Sextims, instituted reforms that brought to an end the strife 
between patricians and plebeians. 

81. Tablets. Boards covered with wax, upon which the Romans 
wrote with a sharp-pointed piece of steel called a stylus. 

85. Sacred Street. The Via Sacra, which led into the Forum. 

88. Lucrece. See note on Horatius, line 199 (page 177), and 
Jtegillus, line 228 (page 180). 

46. Alban mountains. The sacred mountain of the Latins. 
On its summit were celebrated certain rcligioUvS festivals. 

4d. Seven Hills. Hie Seven Hills on which Rome was built 
were Falatinus, CapitoUnus, Quirinalis, Cadius, Aventinus, Vimi- 
nalis, Esquilinus. Rome is frequently referred to in ancient and 
modern literature as the City of Seven Hills. 

88. See note on line 24. 

87, Icilius. One of the leaders of the cause oi the common 
people. According to tiie legend, he was three times elected 
Tribune, was betrothed to Virginia, and after her death aroused 
the army to revolt against the Ten. 

94. Quirites. Citizens of Rome. 

95. ^rvius. Servius Tullius, sixth king of Rome, 678 to 684 
B.C., ** regarded by posterity as the author of all their civil rights 
and institutions.” — Smith. 

97. sire. In allusion to the murder of Lucius Tarquinius, 
who was murdered by the sons of Aiicus Martius, his predecessor, 
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and succeeded by the wise and beneficent Kervius, of Hie note 
above. 

98. Scsevola. Mucins Scajvola, according to the legend, waa 
a Korean youth w iio atteinjited to ivssassinate Kiiig rorsena, who 
was besieging the city. Being cai^tured, and coudenined by 
Porsena to be burned alive, he lield his hand in the flames without 
flinching, and told the king that there were' three hundred other 
yruiths avS Loarless who had sworn to kill him. The king there- 
upon rewarded Screvola with his freedom and made peace with 
Komc. 

102. Sacred Hill. Sec note on 7?#Y/i7?Hs, line 14. 

104~10d. Marcian, Fabian, Quinctius. 'I’lie names of powerful 
patrician iainilies. 

lOd. Claudius. Appius Claudius Labinus, the first of the Claud- 
ian family in Koine. 

11 0 - 1 16. Holy fillets, etc. The fillets with which the victim of 
a sacrifice was decorated. 

120. Usance. Usury. See line 121. 

TBo. Corinthian mirrors. Tlie earlier luxuries and elegancies of 
life were introduced into Kcune from Grt;ece. 

164. Capuan. Capua, a wealthy and luxurious city of the 
Etruscans, in the southern part of Italy. 

148. Great sewer. This great work is said to have been made 
under Tarquinius rrisens in tin*, sixth century u.o. 

182. Volscians. See note on The Battle, of Lake 1. 237. 

228. Pincian Hill. In the northwestern part of Kome. Latin 
Gate. At the southernmost end of the city. 

249. Caius of Corioli. Caius Marcius, surnained Coriolanufl 
from his heroism at the capture of the Volscian town Corioli, 493 
B.c. Two years later be was exiled by the commons for his atti- 
tude towards them, and particularly for his attempt to make them 
give up their tribunes as a condition of the distribution of com 
during a famine. In 489 be led an army of Volsciana against 
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tejected the overtures of peace, and finally oonsented to 
iipare Ifeome at the intercession of an embassy of her noblest 
iiDaitons, led by hla vrite Veturla and lua mother Volamnia. The 
story is the basis oi Shakspere’s Coriolanus, 

277, Calabrian. Calabria was the peninsula at the southeast 
end of Italy. 

278. Thunder-Cape. The promontory lapygium, at the end of 
Calabria. 

280. Mount Pafatine. See note on line 46. 


PREPACK TO THE PROPHECY OP CAPY8 

It can hardly be necessary to remind any reader that according 
to the popular tradition, liotnulus, after he had slain his grand- 
uncle Amulius, and restored his grandfather Numitor, determined 
to quit Alba, the hereditary domain of the Sylvian princes, and to 
found a new city. The gods, it was added^ vouchsafed the clearest 
signs of the favor with which they regarded the enteiq)rise, and of 
the high destinies reserved for the young colony. 

This event was likely to be a favorite theme of the old Latin 
minstrels. They would naturally attribute the x>roject of Romulus 
to some divine intimation of the power and prosperity which it 
was decreed tliat his> city should attain. They would probably 
introduce seers, foretelling Uie victories of unborn Consuls and 
Dictators ; and the last great victory would generally occupy the 
most conspicuous place in the prediction, lliere is nothing strange 
in the supposition tiiat the poet who was employed to celebrate the 
first great triumph of the Romans over the Greeks might throw 
his song of exultation into tin's form. 

The occasion was one likely to excite the strongest feelings of 
national pride. A great outrage had been followed by a great 
retribution. Seven years before this time Lucius Posthumius 
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Megelixis, Sprung from one of the noblest houses of Koines 
and hivd itm thrice Consul, was sent ambassador to Tarentuiii, 
with charge to demand ri paration lor grievous ininries. llie 
Tarentiues gave lum audience in their theatre, where he addressed 
them in such Greek as he could command, which, we may believe, 
was not exactly such as Oineas would have spoken. An exquisite 
sense cf the ridiculous belonged to the Gre^'k character; and 
closely connected with this faculty was a strong propensity to 
flippancy and imperii ueiico. When Vosthumius placed an accent 
wrong, his hearers burst into a laugh. When he remonstrated, 
they hooted him, aud called him barbarian ; and at length hissed 
him off the stage as if he had been a bad actor. As the gi'av© 
Konian riitired, a buffoon who, fr('m his constant drunkenness, 
was nicknamed the I’int-pot, came up with gestures of the grossest 
indecency, and bespattered tl\e senatorial gown with filth. Pos- 
tUumius turned round to the inultitudo, anri held up the gown, as 
if appealing to the universal law of nations. The sight only in- 
creased the insolence of the Tarentines. They clapped their hands, 
and K(it up a shout of laughter which sliook the theatre. “ Men of 
TarenUnn,” said rosthumius, “it will take not a little blood to 
wash this gown.” 

Koine, in consequence of this insult, declared war against the 
Tarentines. The Tarentines sought for allies beyond the Ionian 
Sea. Pynhus, king of Kpiras, came to their help with a large 
army ; and, for the first time, the two great nations of antiquity 
were fairly iiiatchc l against each otlier. 

The fame of Greece in arms, as well as In arts, was then at the 
height. Half a century earlier, the career of Alexander bad ex* 
cited the admiration and terror of all nations from the Ganges to 
the Pillars of Hercules. Royal houses, founded by Macedonian 
captains, still reigned at Antioch and Alexandria, That barbarian 
warriors, led by barbarian chiefs, should win a pitched battle 
against Greek valor, guided by Greek science, seemed as incredible 
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AS it would now seem that the Burmese or the Siamese i^ouldi in 
the open plain, put to flight an equal number of the best English 
troops. The Tarentines were convinced that their countrymen 
Were Irresistible in war ; and this conviction had emboldened them 
to treat with the grossest indignity one whom they regarded as the 
representative of an inferior race. Of the Greek generals then 
living, Pyrrhus was indisputably the first. Among the troops who' 
were trained in yie Greek discipline, his Epirotes ranked high. 
His expedition to Italy was a turning-point in the history of the 
world. He found there a people who, far inferior to the Athenians 
and Corinthians in the fine arts, in the speculative sciences, and in 
all the refinements of life, were the best soldiers on the face of the 
earth. Their arms, their gradations of rank, their oi-dcr of battle, 
their method of intrenchmcnt, were all of Latian origin, and had 
all been gradually brought near to perfection, not by the study of 
foreign models, but by the genius and ext)erience of many genera- 
tions of great native commanders. 'I'he first words which broke 
from the king, when his i)ractisc‘d eye had surveyed the Roman 
encampment, were full of meaning: “These barbarians,” he said, 
“have nothing barbarous in their military arrangements.” He 
was at first victorious ; for his own talents were superior to those 
of the captains who were opposed to him ; and the Romans were 
not prepared for the onset of the elephants of the East, which 
were then for the first time seen in Italy — moving mountains, with 
long snakes for hands. ^ But the victories of the Epirotes were 
fiercely disputed, dearly purchased, and altogether unprofitable. 
At length, Manias Curius Dentatus, who had in his first Consulship 
won two triumphs, was again placed at the head of the Roman 
commonwealth, and sent to encounter the invaders. A great 
battle was fought near Bene ven turn. Pyrrhus wsis completely 
defeated. He rei^assed the sea ; and the world learned, with ainaze- 


' / mpmmdnm is the old Latin epithet for an elephant. Lneretims 

V. vm. 
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izientf that a p©opl«) had been discovered, who, In fair fighting, wer« 
superior to the best troops that had been drilled on the system of 
Farmenio and Antigonus. 

The conquerors hitd a good right to exult in their success ; for 
the glory was all their own. They had not learned from their 
enemy how to conquer him. It was with their own national arms, 
and in their own national battle-array, that they had overcome 
weapons and totctics long believed to bo invincible. The piium and 
the broadsword had vanquished the Macedonian spear. 'Fhe legion 
had broken the Macedonian phalanx. Even the elephants, when 
the surprise produced by their first appearance was over, could 
cause no disorder in the steady yet flexible battalions of Home. 

It is said by Eloriis, and may easily be believed, that the triumph 
far surpassed in magnificence any that Home had previously seen. 
The only spoils which Papirius Cursor and Fahius Maximus could 
exhibit were flocks and herds, wagons of rude structure, and heaps 
of spears and helmets. Rut now, for the first time, the riches of 
Asia and the arts of Greece adorned a Koman pageant. Plate, 
fine stuffs, costly furniture, rare animals, exquisite paintings and 
sculptures,, formed part of the procession. At the banquet would 
be assembled a crowd of warriors and statesmen, among whom 
Manius Curias Dentatus would take the highest room. Cains Fabri- 
cius Luscinus, then, after two Conisulships and two triumphs, Cen* 
sor of the commonwealth, would doubtless occupy a place of honor 
at the board. In situations less conspicuous probably lay some of 
those who were, a few years later, the terror of Carthage ; Caius 
Duilius, the founder of the maritime greatness of his country ; 
Marcus Atilius Kegulus, who owed to defeat a renown far higher 
than that which he had derived from his victories ; and Caius 
Lutatius Catulus, who, while suffering from a grievous wound, 
fought tlie great battle of the JEgates, and brought the First Punic 
War to a triumphant close. It is impossible to recount the names 
of these eminent citizens, without reflecting that they were aU, 
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without exception, Plebeians, and would, but for the ever-memo- 
rable struggle maintained by Caius Licinius and Lucius Sextius, 
have been doomed to hide in obscurity, or to waste in civil broils, 
the capacity and energy which prevailed against Pyrrhus and' 
Hamilcar. 

On such a day we may suppose that the patriotic enthusiasm of 
a Latin poet would vent itself in reiterated shouts of lo triumphe, 
such as were lettered by Horace on a far less exciting occasion, 
and in boasts resembling those which Virgil put into the mouth of 
Anchisea, The superiority of some foreign nations, and especially 
of the Greeks, in the lazy arts of peace, would be admitted with 
disdainful candor; but pre-eminence in all the qualities which fit a 
people to subdue and govern mankind would be claimed for the 
Romans. 

The following lay belongs to the latest age of Latin ballad* 
poetry. Naevius and Liviua Andronicus were probably among the 
children whose mothers held them up to see the chariot of Curius 
go by. The minstrel who sang on that day might possibly have 
lived to read the first hexameters of Ennius, and to see the first 
comedies of Plautus. His poem, as might be expected, shows a 
much wider acquaintance with the geography, manners, and pro- 
ductions of remote nations, than would have been found in compo- 
sitions of the age of Caraillus. But he troubles himself little about 
dates, and having heard travellers talk with lidmiration of the 
Colossus of Rhodes, and of the structures and gardens with which 
the Macedonian kings of Syria had embellished their residence on 
the banks of the Orontes, lie has never thought of inquiring whether 
th^ things existed in the age of Romulus. 


X. B. MACAULAY. 
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THE PROPHECY OF CAPrS (Pages 69-80) 

1, Amulius. According to the old myth, Numitor, king of 
Alba Longa, and one of the SyHian line, wivs dethroned by bis 
brother Amulius, his son murdered, and his daughter Rhea made 
a Vestal virgin. She gave birth to two sons l.\v Mars, who were 
ordered thrown into the Tiber by Amulius. The basket (containing 
them drifted ashore. They were found and suckled by a she-wolf. 
Later they were discovered and brought up by a shepherd, Faus- 
tulus. When they grew up and discovered tlieir origin, they slew 
the usurper Amulius, restored their grandfather Nuniitor to his 
throne, and then proceeded to found the city of Rome on the banks 
of the Tiber. 

4. Arentine. One of the seven hills of Rome, near the banks 
of the Tiber, 

86. Rhea. See note on line 1. 

93. Capys. One of the Sylvian line, said to be descended from 
JEneas. 

110. Tartessian. Tartessus was an ancient Phoenician town in 
Spain, conjectured by some writers to be the same as Targhish. 
See Jonah i. 8. 

112. Libyan. Libya was the Greek designation for Africa, 
especially north Africa. 

115. Arabia was famous even in early times for its perfumes. 

116. Sidon. A city of Phoenicia, famed for its commerce and 
especially for its purple dye. 

149. Pomona. The goddess of fruits. 

160. Liber. Another name for Bacchus, the god of wine. 

161. Pales. The god of flocks. 

171. Tyre. A city of Phoenicia, famous like Sidon for itfl 
ooxnmerce. 
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176-176. The earlier Romans held in contempt as effeminate 
the art and literature of Greece, 

177. piltnn. The Latin name for the Roman javelin. 

186. Volscian. See note on page 187. 

187. Capua, near the site of the modern Capua, a few miles 
from Naples, was celebrated for its luxury and effeminacy. 

180. Lucumoes of Arnus. See note, page 177. 

191. Samnite. The Samnites were inhabitants of Samnium, a 
province of central Italy. 

200. Earth-shaking beast. Kleyjhaiits trained to battle were a 
part of the military equipment of Pyrrhus. 

206. Epirotes. Inhabitants of Kpirus, in northwestern Greece. 
l*yrrhus was king of Epirus. 

207. Tarentum. Now Taranto. A Greek city in Calabria, 
Italy. See the sub-title. 

230. Red King. Pyrrhus. 

249. Manius Curius. See the sub-title. 

267. Rosea (Le Uascio) was a very fertile district near Reate. 
Varro mentions the “ Roseau liorses.” — AVEiun 

269. Mevania. A town in Umbria, famous for its cattle. 

264. Sacred Way. See note on x^age 190. 

200. Suppliants’ Grove. The hollow between the two summits 
of the Capitoline hill, where fugitives from justice or revenge could 
find refuge. 

271-272, King of Day . . . Rhodes. See a ve, page 202. 

273. Orontes. A river in Syria, 

280. Byrsa. The citadel of Carthage. 


IVEY: A SONG OF THE HUGUENOTS (Pages 81-84) 

The battle of Ivry (near Dreux') was fought in 1690 between 
Huguenots, under King Henry of jsavarre, ana the Catholic League, 
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finder the Duke of Mayenne. The objects oi the conflict were 
sartly religious, partly political. Henry was heir to the throne of 
l*rance, but the league had refused lo recognize his title. The 
Huguenots inclnded much of the best of France in character, rank, 
and intelligence ; and the bold and dashing qualities of Henry made 
him especially dear to his followers. 

6. Rochelle, on the Bay of Biscay, was tlu- Huguenot head- 
quarters. 

14. Appenzel. A canton, or division, of Switzerland. Egmont 
(1522-1508). A Flemish general and hero. I'lie reference here is 
to his s<.ddiers. 

15. Lorraine. The Lorraines, Dukes of Guise, were among the 
leaders of the Catholic party against the Huguenots. 

18. Coligni (1517-1572). A famous Huguenot general, murdered 
while in attendance at the court of King Charles. He was the first 
victim of the massacre of St. Bartholomew, 

30. Oriflamme, flame of gold. 1’he sacred banner of Saint 
Denis; the holy standard of France. Hence any bright ensign. 

33. Fiery Duke. The Duke of Mayenne. 

34. Guelders. A province of the Netherlands. Almayne. Ger- 
many. 

42. D^Aumale. One of the Catholic leaders. 

46. St. Bartholomew. The famous massacre of the French 
Protestants, on iSt. Bartholomew’s day, August 2.')-24, 1572, in- 
cited by the Duke of Guise, Catht^rine Medici (queen of France), 
and Charles iX, king of France. Between twenty thousand and 
thirty thousand people are said to have been killed. 

64-56, Maximiliau of Bethune, lord of Rosny, later Duke of 
Sully, and leader of the Liberal party in the government of France* 
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THE ARMADA (Pages 86-^9) 

The Spanish Armada, a great fleet of about 130 vessels, was 
sent against England in 1588. It was met and defeated by an 
English fleet of .eighty vessels under Lord Howard in the English 
Channel. 

7. Aurigny. The French name, for Alderney, one of the 
islands of the English Channel. 

12. Edgecumbe. A headland near Plymouth, England, 

18. Her Grace. Queen Elizabeth. 

21. Lion of the sea. In allusion to the lion in the British flag, 
and to the British victories on the sea. 

23. Picard field. Crecy, in Picardy, the scene of Edward Ill’s 
great victory over Philip of France, August, 1340. 

24. Bohemia’s plume. The r<\val plume of Bohemia, a crest of 
three ostrich feathers. Genoa’s bow. The Genoese crossbow-men. 
Caesar’s eagle shield. Charles IV, Prince of Bohemia, and Em- 
peror of the West, with the title of “ Ciesar.” Hence the “ eagle ” 
of his shield. — Webb. 

26. Aginoourt. The scene of the famous victory of the English 
over the French, in 1415. 

27. Sir Knight. Lord Howard, commander of the English fleet 

30. Semper eadem. “Always the same.” A favorite motto 

with Elizabeth. 

35, Eddystone. A reef in the English Channel, south of 
Cornwall. Berw'ick, A seaport in Northumberland, at the mouth 
of the Tweed. Lynn. A seaport in Norfolk. Milford Bay. Mil- 
ford Haven, on the southwestern coast of Wales. 

38. St. Michael’s Mount. A rock off the southwestern coast 
of Cornwall, Beachy Head. On the southern coast of England, in 
Sussex. 
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41. Ttmar. A river in the southwestern pr* rt of England, empty* 
ing into the harbor of Plymouth. 

42. Mendip. The Meudip Hills, in southwestern England, 
county of Somerset. 

48. Longleat. The se%tof the Marquis of Bath, ucai Salisbury, 
consider^'d one of the huest inausions in England. Cranbou'ir&e, 
In Dorsetsiiire, southeast England. 

44, Stonehenge. Tlie famous mins, sapj^osed to be of Druidi- 
cal origin, in southern England. Beaulieu. A town of southern 
England, near the Isle of Wight. 

4d. Clifton Down, in Gloucester, near Bristol, southwestern 
England. 

47. Whitehall Palace, in London. At this time in the possession 
of the sovereign. 

48. Richmond Hill. In the western part of London. 

59. Blackhe’th, in Kent. Now an open common. 

62. Hampstead. Now a puburb of London, and a well-known 
pleasure resort. 

65, Darwin. Probably Ov^r-Harwen, in Lancaster, northwest- 
ern England. 

67. Malvern, in Worcestershire. 

68. Wrekin. A hill in Shropshire, England. 

69. Ely. A city near Cambridge, containing one of England’s 
most famous catlK-drals. 

71. Belvoir (pronounced B6-ver), in Leicestershire. The site of 
the famous castle of the Duke of Rutland. Lincoln, in Lincoln- 
shire. One of England’s most famous cathedral towns. 

73. Skiddaw. A mountain in Cumberland, England. Gaunt 
John of Gaunt, son of Edward III, was Duke of Lancaster. The 
turret here referred to, known as John of Gaunt’s chair, is at the 
castle in Lancaster. 

74, Carlisle, The capital of Cumberland. 
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THB BATTLE OF NASEBY (Pages 90-98) 

The battle of Naseby occurred in June, 1645. The Puritans 
were led by Fairfax and Cromwell, and the Royalists by King 
Charles and Prince Rupert. It was the decisive battle of the Civil 
War, Macaulay has here well expressed the fierce and haughty 
piety of the Pufntans. See his second chapter of the History of 
England and his Essay on Milton for vivid descriptions of Puritan 
and Cavalier. 

11. Man of Blood. The name given by the Puritans to the 
king, Charles I. 

12. Astley. Sir Jacob Astley, Royalist and general. Sir Mar- 
maduke Longdale. One of the leaders of the Royalist forces. 
Rupert of the Rhine. A (rennan prince, nephew of Charles I. 
who fought in his cause during the Civil War. 

14. The General. 8ir Thomas Fairfax, parliamentary leader 
and commander-in-chief of Mie Puritan forces. 

22. Alsatia. The j^recinct of AATiite Friars in London, formerly 
a refuge for criminals, Whitehall, tlie royal palace in London. 

29. Skippon. A brave Puritan general, and an official of the 
government under Cromwell. 

52. diamonds and spades. The Puritans held card-playing in 
great abhorrence. 

54. Belial. In the Old Testament one of the names of the 
spirit of evil. Mammon. The spirit of worldliness and avarice. 

55. Oxford halls. Oxford University was a stronghold of the 
Royalist cause. Durham’s stalls. At I>urham Cathedral the Mass 
was publicly celebrated for tlie last time in England. 

57. She of the seven hills. The Church of Rome. 
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EPITAPH OK TIENRY MARTYN (Page 94) 

Henry Martyn (1781-1812) was an Engiisli missionary who died 
in Arme nia. He was a graduate of Cambridge, chaplain to the 
East India Company, and translated the Kew Testament into 
Ilindoostanee and into Persian. 


LINES TO THE MEMORY OF PITT (Pages 94-96) 

William Pitt (17r>l)-1800), the famous Whig statesman, was 
second son of William Pitt, first earl of Chatham, also a states* 
man of great distinction. The second William l^itt was the leader 
of the government during the French wars under Napoleon. 


A RADICAL WAR SONG (Pages 95-98) 

Though an ardent Whig, Macaulay shows in the vigorous irony 
of this poem that he had no symi)athy with extreme and anar- 
chical ideas. His Whiggisin was of the conservative type. 

8. England’s rotten boroughs. Prior to the great Reform BUI 
of 1832, the English system of representation in Parliament had 
fallen into bad conditions. Many boroughs which had dwindled 
to a mere handful of inhabitants, and in one instance to none, 
were still represented on an equality with more populous districts. 

9. Castlercagh (1709-1822). Robert Stewart, Viscount Castle- 
reagh and marquis of Londonderry, an Irish statesman. Hft 
became secretary for Ireland in 1 797, and was prominent in the 
government until his death. 

12. Sack. In allusion to the long-established custom of the 
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government of presenting the poet-laureate with an annual cask 
of sack. Robert Southey was laureate from 1818 to 1843. 

13. Eldon. John Scott (1761-1888), first earl of Eldon, an 
English jurist and statesman, lord chancellor of England from 
1801 to 1827* 

17* Guildhall. The council hall of London. 

19. St. Stephen's; The church behind the Mansion House, 
residence of the lord mayor. 

20. Wynne. '•'Charles Watkins Williams Wynne (1775-1860), a 
famous parliamentarian, called by his contemporary Canning, 
“Mr. Squeaker.” 

26. Copley. John Singleton Copley (1772-1863), Lord Lynd- 
hurst, lawyer and statesman of the Tory party ; solicitor-general 
in 1819. 

28. Pius Van. William van Mildert (1765-1830), English prel- 
ate, professor of theology at Oxford, bishop of Llandalf in 1819 
and of Dublin in 1826. 

81. Who freed the blacks. William Wiiberforce (1769-1883), 
the great i)hilanthropist who did most for the abolition of slavery 
in England. The denunciation here refers to his support in Parlia- 
ment of Pitt’s financial policies. ’ 

38-40. The allusion is to the passage in MattliPio x. 10. 

47. Hunt. Leigh Hunt, the poet, well known for hLs radical 
political ideas, 

49. Carlisle. Frederick Howard (1748-1826), fifth earl oi 
Carlisle, an English statesman. 

60. Cranmer. Thomas Cranmer (1489-1666), archbishop of 
Canterbury under Henry VIII. One of the leaders of the English 
Reformation ; afterwards martyred for heresy. Seeker. Thomas 
Seeker (1693-1768), English prelate, successively bishop of Bristol, 
^^ord, and Canterbury. 

61. Watson, James (1799-1864). Printer, radical, and socialist, 

63. Thistlewood. Artliur Thistlewood (1772-1820), an adveu- 
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turer, condemned and executed for a conspft-acy to excite an insur 
rection in London. 

64. Wellesley. . Richard Colley \Yelle.sley (1700-1842), Marquis 
Wellesley and brother of the Duke of, Wellington, distinguished as 
classical scholar, member of Parliament, governor-general of India, 
and Secretary of State for England. 

66. Cashman. Probably a synonym for shopkeeper. 

01. Bayley. Sir John Bayley (1700 1811), English jurist, and 
Justice of the King’s Bench from 1808. Best, William Draper 
(1707-1845), lawyer and judge. 

02. Gifford, Robert (1779-1820). As solicitor-general in 1817 he 
made the prosecuting address against James Watson, on trial for 
the offense of imagining the king’s death.” Gurney, Sir John 
(1708-1846), The lawyer who secured the conviction of two of 
the Cato Street conspirfitors. 

71, Hymen. 'Die Homan god of marriage. 

72. Cupid. The Homan god of love. 

79. Unexcised. Uritaxed. 

80. Poissardes. A French wine. 


THE BATTLE OF MONCONTOUR (Pages 08-99) 

1. In the battle of Moncoiitour (October, 1609) the Huguenots* 
under Coligny were defeated by the French Catholics under the 
Due d’ Anjou. 

14, Uri. A cantoxi (or division) of Switzerland, 


SERMON IN A CHURCHYARD (Pages lOO-Ioi^) 

40. Hamilton. The reference is probably to Lady Emma Lyon 
Hamilton, wife of Sir William Hamilton and mistress of Lord 
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Kelson. 81ie was a famous beauty, had great social success, and 
considerable influence in political intrigues. Waldegravea As 
English family of rank and distinction. 

48. Zeno. A famous Greek philosopher of the third century 8 . 0 ^ 

TRANSLATION FROM A. V. ARNAULT (Pages 103^104) 

Antoine Vincent Arnault (pronounced Ar-n5') (1766-1834) 
was a French dramatist, fabulist, and poet. 


DIES IR.E (Pages 104-106) 

Dies Iras was the title of a famous Latin media3val hymn, the 
first part of which is here translated by Macaulay. 

Lififf iroi, dies Wa, 

Solvet s(Kdnm infamlla^ 

Teate David cum Sibylla, 

8. Sibyl. The medifcval monks counted twelve sibyls, and 
assigned to each a separate religious prophecy. The first sibyl 
was she who brought the sibylline or i)rophetic books to Home, 
and who appears as the guide of TEneas to Hades in the sixth book 
of Virgil’s uFneid. The medicPval sibyls were a later invention, 
and their proi^hecies, of course, quite different from those of the 
first sibyl. 

42. Magdalene. Mary Magdalene, See Mark xvi 9. 

THE MARRIAGE OF TIRZAH AND AHIRAD 
(Pages 107-124) 

This poem develops the story, suggested in Genesis, of the pride 
and wickedness of men, of God’s wrath, and the threat of the 
Deluge* For the sake of brilliancy of picture Macaulay has 
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assigned to iliese people a much more highly developed civilization 
than it is probable they had. 

18. Tower of Triumph. Not the Tower of Babel, which was 
erected after ♦he Deluge, 

28. Cain. 7'he lirst-born of Adam and Eve. 

80. Dwindling race of men. A common idea, in both ancient 
and modern times. See the stories in Genesis < 'f the great age to 
which men and women lived. 

65. Seth. One of the scnis of Adam and Eve. 

117. Nod. The iiuknown land east of Palen to which Cn.in fled 
under the curse fur the murder of Ids brother. See GenesHs iv. 16. 

120. Signed of God. In allusion to the mark set upon the brow 
of Cain in sign of God’s curse. 

126-185. See Genesis \y, 15. 

268. See Genesis iv. 8-7, 

841. Elohim. One of the Hebrew names for God. 

884. Jubal. According to (renesis iv. 21, the inventor of stringed 
and wind instruments of music. 

417-428. Compare Joh xxvii. ]-2. 

424. Seraphim, the plural of Seraph ; celestial beings surround- 
ing the throne of Jehovah. See Isaiah vi. 1-6. 

474. Michael. One of the archangels, and leader of the host of 
angels. The “morning star” of line 471 above is Lucifer. See 
Paradise Lost, Book 6. 


THE COUNTBY CLEBGYMAN’S TRIP TO CAMBRIDGE 
(Pages 125-128) 

The Church of England being an “ established ” church, that is 
legally entitled to support out of the revenues of the state, and 
having certain legal prerogatives and powers, has, therefore, been 
more or less intimately involved in English politics. 
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25. Cordeliers. French monks. 

27. Lord Westmoreland (1784-1859), soldier, diplomat, author, 
and Tory. 

29. Lollard. The Lollards were a religious sect of the four- 
teenth century who opposed many of the teachings and ceremonies 
of the Catholic church. 

38, Canning, George (1770-1827). A distinguished Terry mem 
her of Parliament ; appointed Pirst Lord of the Treasury in 1827. 

40. Padre. •A pi’iest. 

81. Bishop of Norwich. Henry Bathurst (1744-1837). made 
I Ishop of Norwich in 1805; distinguished for the liberality of his 
principles ; supported the movement for Koman Catholic emanci- 
pation. 

83. Lyndhurst. See note on Copley, p. 210, 

101. Ware. A small town near Hertford. 

144. Trumpington. A small town just outside of Cambridge. 

THE DELIVERANCE OF VIENNA (Pages 130-136). 

9. Thrace. The ancient name of the country now forming 
the southeastern part of Turkey in Europe. 

24. Augustan throne. The Roman empire 

27. Almayne. Germany. 

28, Phrygian. Phrygia was in Asia Minor. 

36. Ottoman. Turkish ; also used in general for the Tartars 
of western and northwestern Asia. 

41. Hebrus. The ancient name of the river Maritza, in Euro 
peaii Turkey. 

57. Arabians lying prophet. Mohammed, or Mahomet. 

63, Phthian. A region of Ancient Greece. 

65. Sultana of the Straits. Constantinople. 

73. Canaanite, Canaan was the land between the Jordan and 
the Mediterranean. 



PAGES 13W37] ) MISCMlLA^^MmS JFOMMA gift 

100. %zantium. An ancient Greek city on the site of the east* 
em par« of the present Constantinople. 

111. Islam. A general name for the people of the Mahometan 
faith, ' 

134. Panonia. An ancient Koinan province by the Danube, cor- 
respoiKiiiig in part to the present Hungary and the lower part of 
Austria, 

146. Lepanto. A town in Gn ecc, on the Gulf of Lepanto, the 
scene of a famous victory over the Turks. 

147. Moslem. Mahometan. 

140. Syrian Tyrant. The Ottomans or Turks. 

154. Franks. Inhabitants of ancient Franconia, whose boun* 
daries often changed from the vicissitudes of war and politics. In 
geneial it was the land now Germany, 

163. Ister. The Danube. 

165. Rab or Arbe. An island in the Adriatic sea. 


THE LAST BUCCANEER (Pages 180-187) 

Piracy, once honored and long tolerated, had practically oome to 
an end by tlie date of this poem. 

7-8. Salvador and the Caribbees. Islands in the West Indies. 
13. Cape de Verde. On the western coast of Africa. 

17. Clyde, A river of Scotland, navigable up to Glasgow, 

TO. Severn. An Flnglish river rising in Wales and emptying 
Into Bristol Channel. This and the Clyde bear much shipping. 

20. Trades. The trade winds. 

21. St. Jago or Santiago. One of the Cape Verde islands, 
Havannah’s royal fort, Morro Castle, much talked of during tho. 
Spanish-Ameripan war. 
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EPITAPH ON A JACOBITE (Pages 137-188) 

7. I#avernia, or Alvernia, the source of the river Anio. A 
famous scene upon tlie mountains near Florence. Referred to by 
Bante, Paraduo^ ii, 100. Scargill^ a town in York, England. 

8. Arno. A river in Italy, on which are situated Florence and 
Pisa, Tees, A river of England. 

<« 

LINES WRIITEN ON THE NIGHT OF THE THIRTIETH 
OF JULY, 1847 
(Pages 138-142) 

4. Rothley Castle. The birthplace of Macaulay. 

60. Bacon. Sir Francis Bacon, the great jurist, scientist, phi* 
losopher, and essayist of the time of Elizabeth. 

68. Hyde, Edward (1000-1074), Earl of Clarendon. He was a 
political exile in the Isle of Jei’sey for fourteen years, during which 
time he wrote his famous History of the Jiehellion. 

70. Raleigh. Sir Walter Rahdgh, famous not only as courtier 
and explorer, but as the auilior of a history of England (wrilleii 
in prison) and of some graceful and imaginative poetry, 

71. Milton’s darkness. Milton’s blindness. 

80. Thule. The northernmost of the British Isles. 


PARAPHRASE FROM THE MONK OF ST. GALL 
(Pages 142-144) 

1, Oggier or Ogier, the Dane. A legendary mediaeval char- 
acter, one of the paladins of Charlemagne, much celebrated in 
medisBval French poetry. King Didier, King Desiderius. See 
Macaulay’s prefatory note to the poem. 
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2, Cliarlemagne. King of the Franks H the eighth century, 
and Emperor of the Romans. 

12. Lombard. Lombardy was a Teutonic kingdom comprising 
the northern part of tae present Italy, 

19. Ticin or Ticino. A river of the Alps and northern Italy. 


FROM A MANUSCRIPT POEM (Page U4) 

7. Andromache, the wife of Hector in the Iliad. Here used 
hi the general sense of a distressed wife. 

9. Church and King. Tin; cry of Church and King appealed 
strongly to the cavaliers of King Charles, and, indeed, this union 
of church and state has long served as a centre of British loyalty. 


THE CAVALIERS’ MARCH TO LONHON (Pages 145-147) 

5. imperial harlot. The Church of Rome was often so desig- 
nated by Protestants. 

9. Strand. 'J'he famous London street. 

10. ’Change. Change Alley, in Coriihill, London, long the 
chief centre of nioui'y transactions. 

27. Strafford. The Earl of Strafford, I’hoinas Wentworth 
(1.593-1641), a supporter of Charles 1, was tried and executed by 
the ‘‘Long Parlianient” of the Puritans. 

28, Laud, William (1573-1045), Archbishop of Canterbury. 
Condemned and executed by the Puritans for supporting the policy 
of Charles I. 

52. Pym, John (1.584-1643). A member of the Puritan Par- 
liament and prominent in the impeachments of Strafford and Laud. 

55. Lenthall, William (1591-1662). Speaker of the Hou«e of 
Commons in the Long Parliament (1640-1644), 
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63^ Citing muster-roll. In Terence to the Puritan custom 
of taking as names BiblicaJ proper names and even Biblical texts. 
See the sub-title of The Battle of I^asehy* 

VALENTINE (Pages 154-165) 

14. Bethnall Green to Belgrave Square. That is, from East 
London to West London. 

42. St. George. 'J'he famous church of St. George, near Con- 
duit street, is well known as a temple of Hymen, and was long 
the goal of fa8liional)]e novelists, from its almost monopoly of mar- 
riages in high life.’’ — Hake. 
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185. Horatius, Preface, 172-174. 
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Hunt, 210. 
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Jacobite, 210. 

Janiciilum. 176. 

Jubal, 213,. 

Kalends, Martian, 185. 

Lake Kviriilus, Preface, 178-185. 
Lanuvium, 188. 

Lars Pors# ‘la, 175. 
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Latin Gate, 197. 

Laud, 217. 
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Lavernia, 216. 

Lavinlum. 186. 

LeuUiall, 2i7. 

Lepaiito, 215. 

Liber, 203. 

Libyan, 203. 

Licinius, 196. 
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